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= Mr. DRYDEN. | 
T HE Life of Ovid being already written 


in our language before the Tranflation of 
his Metamorphofes , I will not prefume- 
fo far upon my felf, to think can add any thing. 
to Mr. Sandys his undertaking. The Englih 
Reader may there be latisfed , that he flou- 
_rifhd in the Reign of Auguttus Cefar, that he 
was Extratted from an Ancient Family of Ro- 
man Knights ; that he was born to the Lnheri- 
tance of a Splendid Fortune ,. that. he was. de- 
Signed to thé Study of the Law; and had made .. | 
7 . Aj ee _. CCH 
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The PREFACE to | 


_ 6onfiderable progre{s in it, before he quitted that 
Profeffion, for this of Poetry, to which he was more | 
naturally form’d. The Caufe of his Banifhment is 
unknown ; becaufe he was himfelf unwilling fur- 
ther to provoke the Emperour, by afcribing it 
to any other reafon, than what was pretended b 
Auguitus , which was the Lafcivioufnefs of bis 
Faeaies, and his Art of Love. °Tis true they are 
not to be Excusd in the feverity of Manners, as 
being able to Corrupt a larger Empire , if-there 
were any, than that of Rome; yet thi may be 
faid in behalf of Ovid , that no man has ever 
treated the Pafton of Love with fo much Delz- 
cacy of Thought, and of Exprefion , or feareh’d 
into the nature of it more Philofophically than he. 
And the Emperour who Condemn'd him, had as 
Little reafon as another man to punifb that fault 
with fo much feverity , if at leaft he were the < 
_ Authour of a certain Epigram, which is afcribd 
to him, relating to the Caufe of the firft Civil 
War betwixt himfelf and Mark Anthony the — 
Triumvir , which is more fulfome than any paf- 
Sage I have met with in our Poet. To pafs by 
the naked familiarity of his Expreftoxs to Ho- 
race, which are cited in that Authours Life, I. 
need only mention one notorious Act of his in ta- 
king Livia to his Bed , when fhe was not only 
Married, but with Child by her Husband , then 
living. But Deeds, it feems, may be Fuftified 
by Arbitrary Power , when words are queftion'd 
in a’Poet. There is another ghefs of the Gram- 
marians , as far from truth as the firft from 
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~OVID's EPISTLES. 

Reafon; they will have him Banifl’d for fome fa- 
vours, which. they fay he -receivd from Julia , 
the Daughter of Auguftus, whom they think he 
Celebrates under the Name of Corinna in bis Ele- 
gies : but he who will obferve the Verfes which © 
are made to that MiftrefS, may gather from the — 
whole Cintexture of them, that Corinna was n:t 
a Woman of the higheft Quality : If Julia were 
then Married to Agrippa, why fbould our Pet 
make his Petiticn to iis, for her fafe Delivery, 
and afterwards , Cendole her Mifcarriage; which 
for ought he knew might be by her own Husband 2 | 
Or indeed how durft he be fo beld to make the 
leaft. difcovery of fuch a Crime, which was no lefs 
than Capital, efpecially Committed againft a Fer- 
fon of Agrippa’s Rank 2 Or if it were before her 
Marriage , be would furely have been more dif- 
creet, than to have pablijh'd an Accident, which | 
muft have been fatal to them both. But what 
moft Confirms: me againft this Opinion ws, that 
Ovid himfelf complains that the true Perfon of 
Corinna was found out by the Fame of his Verfes 
to her : which if it had been Julia, he durft not 
have own'd ; and befides , an immediate punifh- 
ment muff have followd.. He feems himfelf more — 
truly to have touchd at the Caufe of bis Exile in 
thofe obfcure Verfes, oo 


Cur aliquid vidi, cur. noxia Lumina feci? ©, 
Namely, that he had either fee, or was Confcious 


te fomewhat, which had procur'd hin his difgrace. 
: : | Bede a2 — But 
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But neither am TI fatisfied that this was the In- 
cof of the Emperour with his own Daughter: For 
Auguflus was of a Nature too vindicative to have 
contented himfelf with fo fmall a Revenge , or fo 
unfafe to himfelf, as that of fimple Banifbment , 
and would certainly have fecur'd: his Crimes from 
publick notice by the death of him who was wit- 
nefs to them. Neither have Hiftories given us 
amy fight into fuch an Action of this Emperour : 
nor would he (the greateft Politician of his time, ) 
in all probability, have manag’d his Crimes with 
fo little fecrefie, as not to {hun the Obfervation of 
- any man. It feems more probable that Ovid was — 
either the Confident of fome other pafion , or that 
he had ftumbled by fome inadvertency upon the 
privacies of Livia, and feex her ina Bath :. For 
the words : - 


‘Sine vefte Dianam , 


agree better with Livia, who had the Fame of 
Chaftity , than with either of the Julias, who 
were both noted of Incontinency. The firft Verfes — 
which were made by him in his Youth, and recited 

publickly, according to the Cuftom, were, as he 
himfelf affures. us, to Corinna: his Banifbment— 
happen'd not till the Age of fifty ; from which it 
may be deducd, with probability enough, that 
‘the love of Corinna did not occafton it :’ Nay 
he tells us plainly , that his offence, was that of | 
Errour only, not of Wickednefs : and in the fame 
Paper of Verfes alfo, that the caufe was notortoufly 
. “ #3 | known 


- OVID’s EPISTLES. 
known at Rome, though it be left fo obfcure ta 


after Ages. 


But to leave Conjectures on a Subject fo incer- 
fain, and to write fomewhat more Authentick of 
_ thisPoet : That he frequented the Court of Au- 
suftus, and was well receiv'dinit, is moft undoubt- 
ed: all his Poems bear the Character of a Court, 
and appear tobe written as the Frenchcall it Cava- 
lierement: add to this, that the Titles of many o 
his Elegies, and more of his Letters in his Roo 
ment, are addref{sd to Perfons well known tous,even 
_ at this diftance, to have been confiderable inthat> — 
Court. ee | 


Nor was his acquaintance le[s with the famous 
Poets of his Age, than with the Noble-men and 
Ladies; he tells you himfelf , im a particular Ac- 
count of his own Life, that Macer, Horace, Ti- . 
-bullus, Propertius, and mayy others of them.were 
his familiar Friends, and that fome of them com- . 
municated their Writings to. htm : but that. he 


had only feen Virgil. 


Uf the Imitation of Nature be the bufine{s of a 
7 I know no Authour who can juftly be com- 
pard with ours, efpectally in the Defcription o 
She Pafftons. if pa this, I hal mee | 
no other Fudges than the generality of his Rea- 
ders : for all Paffons being inborn with us, 
we are almoft equally Fudges when we are con- 
cerw’d in the reprefentation of them: Now I will 
| | aaa | appeat 


‘The PREFACE to 


appeal to il man who has read this Poet , whe- 
ther he find not the natural Emotion of the fame 
Paffion in himfelf, which the Poet defcribes in his 
feign Perfons 2 Elis thoughts which are the Pic- 
tures and refults of thofe Paftons, are generally 
 fuch as naturally arife from thofe diforderly Mo- 
tions of our Spirits. Let, not to {peak too partial- 
dy in his behalf, Iwill confefs that the Copiouf- 
nels of his Wit was fuch , that he often writ too 
pointedly for his Subject , and made his perfons 
Jpeak more Eloquently than the violence of their 
Paffton would admit : fo that he is frequently wit- 
ty out of feafon : leaving the Imitation of Na-— 
ture, and. the cooler dittates of his Fudgment, 

. for the falfe applaufe of Fancy. Tet he feems to 
have found out this Imperfection in his riper age: 
for why elfe foould he complain that his Meta- 
~morphofis was /eft ofa d > Nothing fare can 
be added to the Wit ‘of that Poem, or of the 
refi: but many thewgs ought to have been re- 
trench'd ;- which I Juppofe would have been the 
bafinefs of his Age, if his Misfortunes had not 


. come too faft upon him. But take him ancorrec- 


ted as he is tranfmitted tous, and it muft be 


acknowledgd in fpight of bis Dutch Friexds., 
the Commentators, even of Julius’ Scaliger him- 
Self, that Senecas Cenfaure will fland good again{t 


.  bim | 
Nefcivit quod bene ceffit relinquere : 


he never knew how to give over, when he had 


a piece with their beginning: 


OVID’s EPISTLES. 


done well: but continually varying the fame 


fence an. hundred ways, and taking up in another 
place, what he had'more than enough inculcated 
before, he fometimes cloys his Poni inftead of 
fatisfying them: and gives occafton to bis Tran- 
flators, who dare not Cover him, to blufh at the 
wakednefs of their Father. This then is the Al- 
Jay of Ovid’s writing , which is fuftciently recom- 
pencd by his other ExceWenctes; nay this very 
fault is not without its Beauties : for the moft 


 fevere.Cenfor cannot but be pleasd with the pro- 
 digality of his Wit , though at the fame time 


he could have wifb'd, that the Majfter of it had 
been. a better Menager. Every thing which he 
does , becomes him, and if fometimes he appear 


too gay, yet there is a fecret gracefulne/s of youth, 


which accompanies his Writings , though the 


flay dnefs and fobriety of Age be wanting. In-the 


moft material part , which is the Conduit, ’tis 


certain that he feldom has mifcarried: for if his 


Elegies be compard with thofe of Tibullus, and 
Propertius his Contemporaries ,. it will be found 
that thofe Poets feldom defignd before they writ ; 
And though the Language of Tibullus 4e more po- 
lifod , and the Learning of Propertius, efpectaly - 
in his Fourth Book, more-fet out to oftentation: 
Tet their common prattice, was to look no further | 
before them than the next Line; whence it will 


inevitably follow, that they can drive to uo cer- 
‘tain point, but ramble from one Subject to ano- 


ther, and conclude wrth fomewhat which is not of 


Purpureus | 
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Purpureus late qui fplendeat, unus & alter 
Afluitur pannus: As Horace fays, 


though the Verfes are Golden, they are but patch'd 
into the Garment... But our Poet has always the 
Goal in his Eye, which directs him in his Race; 
fome Beautifull defign, which he firft eftablifhes ,. 
and then contrives the means, which will natu- 
rally conduct it to his-end. This will be' Evi+ 
dent to Fudicious Readers in this. work of his 
Epiftles, of which fomewhat , at leaft in general, | 
will be expected. - Gs — 


Fhe Title of them in our late Editions is E- 
piftole Heroidum, Zhe Letters of the Heroines. 
But Heinfius has jud¢d more truly, that the 
Infcription of our Authour was barely , Epiftles; 
which he concludes from his cited Verfes, where 
Ovid afferts this Work as his own Invention,and not 
borrowd from the Greeks, wiom (as the Mafters 
of their Learning,) the Romans ujually did imt- 
tate. But it appears not from toeir Writers, 


that any of the Grecians ever touchd upon this 


way, which our Poet therefore jujtly has’ vindi- -- 
cated to himfelf. I quarrel not at the word He- 
—roidum , becaufe "tis usd by Ovid in his Art of 


| Love 2 
” Jupiter ad veteres fupplex Heroidas ibat. 
But fare he cokd not be guilty of fuch an Over- 


fight, to call his Work by the Name of Heroines, 
wn © a when 


OVID’s EPISTLES. 
when there are divers men or Heroes, as name. 
Hy Paris ,-Leander , and Acontius, joyn'd in dt, 
Except Sabinus, who writ fome Anfwers to OQ. 
vid’s Letters , Oe 


( Quam celer € toto rediit meus orbe Sa- 
binus, ) | Z, 


I remember not any of the Romans who have 


2x ogk - - 
2° -f 


treated this Subject, fave only Propertius, and 
that but once, in his Epiftle of Arethufa to Ly- 
cotas , which is written fo near the Style of O- 

vid, that zt feems to be but an Imitation, and — 


> therefore ought not to defraud our Poet of the 


Glory of his Invention, 7 


Concerning this work of the Epiftles , I fhall 
content my Sef to obferve thefe few particulars. 
Firft ,. that they are -generally granted to be the 
moft perfect piece of Ovid, and that the Style 
of them is tenderly Paffonate and Courtly; two 


properties well agreeing with the Perfons which = 


were Heroines, azd Lovers.. Jet where the 
Charatters were lower , as in OEnone , - and — 
Hero, he has kept clofe to Nature in drawing 
his Images after a Country Life, though perhaps 
he has Romanizd his Grecian Dames too much, 
and made them fpcak fometimes as if they had 
been born in the City of Rome., and under the 
Empire of Augufttus. There feems to be'uo great | 
variety in the particular Subjects which he has 
chofen ; moft-of the Epiftles beieg written from - 
i a oe — Ladies 


The. PREFACE to 
Ladies who were forfaken by their Lovers: which 
is the reafon that many of the fame thoughts 
come back upon us in divers Letters: But of the 
general Character of Women which is Maodefty, 
he has taken a moft becoming care; for his amo- 
' rous Exprefiions go no further than vertue may 


allow, and therefore may be read, as he inten- 
ded them, by Matrons without a blufh. 


Thus much concerning the Poet : whom you 
find tranflated by divers hands, that you may 
at leaft have that variety in the Englith, which. 
the Subject denied to the Authour of the Latine. 
At remains that I fhould fay fomewhat of Poeti- 
_ cal Tranflations in general, and give m 1y Opinion 
(with fubmifion to better Fudgments ) ‘which 
way of Verfion feems to me moft proper. 


A Tranflation F fuppofe may be reduced to 
| «thefe three heads. — | | 


Firft, that of Metaphrafe, or turning an Au- 
thour Word by Word, and Line by Line, from 
ene Language into another. Thus, or near this 
- manner, was Horace his Art of Poetry tranfla-_ 

ted by Ber. Johnfon. he fecond way is that of 

Paraphrafe, or Tranflation with Latitude, where 
«the Authour is kept in view by the Tranflator, 
fo as never to be loft, but his words are not fo 
frittly followd as his fenfe, and that too is ad- 
._ qnitted to be amplified, but not alter'd. Such is 
far. Wallers Franflation of Virgil's Fourth. — 

; : ae Bet 
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The Third way is that of Imitation, where the 


Tranflator (if now he has not loft that Name ) 


,  affumes the liberty not only to vary from the 


words and fence , but to forfake them both as 


‘he. fees occafton : and taking only fome general 


hints from the Original, to run divifion on the 
Ground-work, as he pleafes. Such is Mr. Cow- 
ley’s practice in turning two Odes of Pindar , and 
one-of Horace éato Englith. _ 


Concerning the firft of thefe Methods, our Ma- 


fier Horace bas given us this. Caution, . 


"Nec verbum verbo curabis reddere, fidus 
' Interpres 


Nor word for word too faithfully tranflate. As 


the Earl of Rof&common has excellently render'd 
it. Too faithfully is indeed pedantically : 'tis.a 
faith like that. which proceeds from Superftition, 
blind and zealous: Take it in the Exprefton of 


Sir John Denham, ¢o Sir Rich. Fanfhaw, on his 
| Verfton of the Paftor Fido. = as 


"That fervile path, thou nobly do'ft decline, | 
Of tracing Word by Word and Line by Line; — 
‘Anew. and nobler way thou do’ft purfue, _ 
To make Tranflations, and Tranflators too-: _ ° 
Oo : They. 


The PREFACE to 
7 They but preferve the Afhes, thou the Flame, 


True to his Sence, but truer to his Fame. 


Tis almoft impofthle to Tranflate verbally, and 
well, at the fame time; for the Latin, ( a moft 
Severe and Compendious Language ) often ex-. 
preffes that in one word, which either the Bar- 
| barity, or the narrowne/s of modern Tongues can- 

not pa in more. “Tis frequent alfo that the 
Conceit is couch’d in fome Exprefion, which will — 
be loft in English. ; 


Atque iidem Venti vela fidernque ferent. 


What Poet of our Nation is fo happy as to exprefs 
this thought Literally in Englith, and to frike Wit 
or almoft. Senfe out of tt ? . 


Mn fort the Verbal Copier is incumber'd with 
fo many difficulties at once, that he-can never dif- 
intangle himfelf from all. He is to conftder at 
the fame time the thought of his. Authour , and 
bis words, and to find out the Counterpart to . 
each in another Language: and befides this he zs 
to confine himfelf to the compafs of Numbers ,- 
and the Slavery of Rhime. °Tis much like dan- 
cing on Ropes with fetterd Legs : A man may 
foun a fall by ufing Caution, but the gracefulne/s 
of Motion is nos to be expetied: and when we 
have faid the belt of it, tis but a foolifh Task; 


for 


a 


+ [°Os peckra wornd wAalyyin, 


OVID’s EPISTLES. 
for no fober man would put himfelf into a danger 
for the Applanfe of fcaping without breaking’ his 
Neck. We fee Ben. Johnion coald not avoid ob- 
Seurity in his literal Tranflation of Horace, ‘ae: 
tempted in the fame compas of Lines: aay Ho- 
race himfelf could foarce have done it toa Greek 


 ~ Poet 


> Brevis effe laboro, obfcurus fio. 
either perf[picuit or grace} ulne[s will fréquently 
be. eg as hal indeed avoided both 
thefe Rocks in his Ti oe of the three firft 
Lines of Homers Odyfles, which he has Contrac- 
ted into two. Te i 3 


Dic mihi Mufa Virum eapte poft tempora Trojae 


- Qui mores hommum muttoram vidit & urbes, 


Mufe, {peak the man,who fince the Siege of Troy, 2 Earl of 
$o many Towns, fach Change of Manners faw. $ Refee . 


But thew the fafferings of Ulyfles, which are a 
Confiderable part of that Sentence are omitted, 


‘ 


_*. The Confideration of thefe’ diftculties , in a - 


fervile, literal Tronflation , not long fince made 
two of our Famous Wits, Sir John Denham, ard 
Mr. Cowley te contrive another way of turning ~ 
Authors -inte our Tr ongne, calld -by the latter of 
aa a ee a them, 


: 
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them, Imitation. As they were Friends, I fup- 
pofe they Communicated their thoughts. on this 
Subject to each other, and therefore their rea- 
fous for it are little different : though the prac- 
tice of one is much more moderate. I take Imi. 
tation of an Authour in their fenfe to be an En. 
deavour of a later Poet to write like one who 
has written before him on the fame Subjedt : 
that is, not to Tranflate his Words, or to be 
Confind to his Senfe, but only to fet him as a 
Pattern , and to write, as he fuppofes that Aux- 
thour would have doné, had he livd in our Age, 
and in our Country, Let I dare not fay that ez- 
ther of them have carried this libertine way of 
rendring Authours (as Mr. Cowley calls it ) fo 
far as my Deftnition reaches. For in the Pin. 
darick Odes, the Cuftoms and Ceremonies of An- 
cient Greece are ftill prefervd: but I know not 
what mifchief may arife hereafter from the Ex- 
ample. of fuch an Innovation ,. when Writers of 
_ unequal parts to bim, fhall imitate fo. bold ax . 
undertaking. Io add and to diminifb what we . 
pleafe , which is the way avowd by him, ought 
only to be granted to Mr. Cowley, and that 
too only in his Tranflation of Pindar, becaufe he 
alone was able to make him amends , by giving 
him better of his own, when ever he refusd his 
Axthours thoughts. Pindar is gexerally known to 
be a dark Writer, to want Connexion, ( I mean 
@ to our underftanding) to foar out of fight, and 
feave his Reader at a Gaze: So wild and ungo- 
yernable a Poet canuot be Tranflated literally, 

es | his 


{ 


ON ee eget ae 
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his Genius is too trong to bear a Chain, and 
‘Samfon Jike he fhakes it off: A Genius fo ele- 


vated and unconfind as Mr: Cowley’s , was but 


weceffary to make Pindar fpeak Englith, and tha? 
was to be perform’d by no other way than Imi- 


tation. But if Virgil, or Ovid, or any regular 


intelligible Authours be thus usd, ‘tis no longer 


to be cal’d their work, when neither the thoughts 
nor words are drawn from the Original : but in: 


Stead of them there is fomething new producd ; 


‘which is: almoft the creation of another hand. 


By. this way ’tis true , fomewhat that is Excel. 
lent may be invented, perhaps more Excellent than 


the firft defign, though Virgil muft be ftill ex-. 


cepted, when that perhaps takes place: Tet he 


whois inguifitive to know an Authours thoughts 


will be difappointed iu his expectation. And 


"tis not always that a man will be contented to 


have a Prefent made him, when he expects -the 
payment of a Debt. To fate it fairly , Imita- 
tion of an Authour is the moft advantagious wa 

for a Tranflator to fbew himfelf, but the greateft 


' wrong which can be done to the Memory and Re- 
_putation of the dead. Sir John Denham ( who 


advis'd more. Liberty than he took himfelf,) gives 
this Reafon for his Innovation, in his admirable 
Preface before the-Tranflation of the fecond A- 
neid. “ Poetry is of fo fubtil a Spirit, that in 
“* pouring out of one Language into another , it 
“will all Evaporate ; and if anew Spirit be not 


“ added in the transfufton, there will remain no- 
_ © thing bat. a Caput .Mortuum. I confefs. thes 


a2. Argument 


i 


” 
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“Argument holds gaod againft a literal Tranfla- 
tion, but who defends it ? Imitation and verbal 
Verfton are in my Opinion the two Extreams , 
which ought to be avoided : aud therefore whee 
I have proposd the mean betwixt them, it will 
be feex bow far bis Argument will reach. 


No man is capable of Tranflating Poetry, whe 
befides a Genius to that Art, is not a Mafter 
both of his Authours Language, and of his own; 
Nor muff we underftand the Language only of the 
Poet, but his particular turn of Thoughts, and 
of Exprefion, which are the Charatters that dé- 
Stiaguifh, and as it were individuate him from 
all other Writers. When we are come thus far, 
et to look into our felves, to conform our 

eius to his, to give, his thought either the 
fame turn if our tongue will bear it, or if wok, 
to vary but the dre{s, not to alter or deftroy the 
— fubftance. The like Care muft be taken of the 
more outward Ornaments , the.Words : when they 
appear (which is but feldom ) literally eratefull | 
it were an injury tothe Authour that they fhould |; 
he chang’d : But fince every Language is fe full | 
of its own proprieties , that what is Beautifull 
tn one, is often, Barbarous , nay fometimes Nen- 
fence in another , it would be unreafonable to [i- 
mit a Tranflator to the narrow compafs of his | 
~ Author's Words : "tis. enough if he chufe out fome 
Exprefion which does not vitiate the Senfe. I 
fiuppofe he may ftretch his Chain to fuch a Latt- 
tude, but hy innovation of thoughts, sage : 
| Peaks 
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breaks it. By this means the Spirit of an Au- 
thour may be transfusd, and P not loft: and 
thus’tis plain that the reafon alledgd by Sir John 
Denham, has no farther force than to Expreficn: 
for thought, if it be Tranflated truly, cannot be 
Loft in another Language, but the words that con- 
vey it to our apprehenfton (which are the Image 
and Ornament of that thought) may be fo ill 
chofen as to make it appear in an unbandfome 
drefs, and rob it of its native Luftre. There is 
therefore a Liberty to be. allowd_for the Ex- | 
po meither is it neceffary that Words and 
Lines fhould be confind to the. meafure of their 
Original. The feufe of an Authour , generall 
Speaking, is ta be Sacred and Inviolable. If ro | 
Fancy of Owid be luxuriant , ‘tis his Charatter 
to be fo, and if I retrench it, he ts wo longer . 
Ovid. Jt. will be replied that he receives ad- 
vautage by this lopping of his fuperfluous Bran- - 


ches, but I rejoyn that a Tranflator has no fush 


Right : when a Painter Copies ta the life, I 
Suppofe he has no priviledge to alter Features, awd 
Lineaments, under pretence that his Pitture will 
look better: perhaps the Face which he has drawn 


| would be more Exatt , if the Eyes, or Nofe were 


alter'd, but ’tis his bufinefs to make it refemble — 


‘the Original. In two Cafes only there may. a 


feeming difficulty. arife, that is, if the thought be 
notorioully trivial cor difhoneft ; But the fame An 


_fwer will ferve for both, that then they. ought not 


to be Tranflated, 


Ft 
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| , ———— Et quae . 
Defperes tractata nitefcere poffe, relinquas. 


Thus I have venturd to give my Opinion on 
this Subject againft the Authority of two great 
_men, but I hope without offence to either of their 
Memories, for I both lov'd them living, and re- 
erence them now they are dead. But if after 
what I have urgd, it be thought by better Fud- 
ges. that the praife of a Tranflation cenffts. in 
adding new Beauties to the piece, thereby to re- 
compence the lofs which it Uehains by change of 
Language, I fhall be willing to be. taught better, 
and to recant. In the mean time it-feems to 
me, that the true reafon why we have fo few 
 Verfions which are tolerable, is not from the 
_ £00 clofe perfuing of the. Authours Sence.; but 
— becaufe fie are. fo few who have all the Ta- 
Lents which are requifite for Zranfation: and 
‘that there is fo little Praife. and fo {mall En- 
couragement for fo confiderable a part of Lear- 
ning. : | 


To apply. in fhort, what. has been faid, to this 
- prefent Work, the Reader will here find moft of 
the Tranflations, with fome little Latitude or 
variation from the Authour’s Sence: That of 
OEnone ¢o Paris, is in Mr.Cowley’s way of | 
Lmitatien only. I was defird to fay-that the. Au 

thour who ws of the Fair Sex, pe Se ve not La- 

tine. But if fhe does wot , I am cf-aid fhe. has 
given us occafton to be afbam'd who do. 
~ For 


ow 
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For my own part Iam ready to acknowledge 


that I have tranfgre{sd the Rules which I have 
- given; and taken more liberty than a juft Tranf- 
_ Lation will allow. Bat fo many Gentlemen whofe 
— Wit. aud Learning are well known , being joynxd 
in it, I doubt not but that their Excellencies 


will make you ample Satisfacticn for my Er. 


FOUTS. 
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SAPHO Oto >» PHAON: ; 


‘By the Honourable | 


Sir CARR. SCROPE; 
BARONET. 


The ARGUMENT. 


The Poete/s Saphio forfaken by ber Lavier Plidot 
( who was gone from Lesbos to Sicily )- ‘and rex 
folved, in Defpair , to Drown her self, writes 
this Letter to him — ns Dies. : 


wi’ Phaon' to ie aol: pine fies, > 
Confam’ d with nelefs Fires poor Seple | 

"  (GIESs 

{ burn, J bura; fee’ ‘Rindled Fields of Comm, 
WW hen by the driving Winds the flames are borti. 
: - ; ‘ ; ; : B | | | My . 


': All day, and my once dear Companions fhun. 
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My Mufe and Lute can now no longer pleafe, | ) 
They are th’ Employments of a mind ateafe. , 


‘Wandring from thought to thought I fit alone 


In vain the Lesbian Maids claim each a part, 
Where thou alone haft ta’ne up afl the heart. 

_ Ahblovely Youth ! how can’ft thou cruel prove, 
~ When blooming years and beauty bid thee love? 
Ifnone but equal Charms thy heart can bind, — 
Then to thy. felf alone thou muft be kind. ¢ 
Yet worthlefs as I am, there was a time 
When. Phaox thought me worthy his Eten, 
“A thoufand tender things to mind I call, 

For they who truly Love remember all. 
Delighted with the Mufick of my Tongue, c 
Upon my words with filent Joy he hung. 
And fnatching Kiffes, ftop’d me asI fang, )} 
oe Be a” a ah | 7 a a _ Kiffes 


a on! 
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‘Kitts, whofe melting touch, hisSoul did move, 
The’ earneft of the coming joys of Love. 

Then tender words, fhort fighs,& thoufand charms 

_ Of wanton Arts éndear’d me to his Arms; | 
Till both expiring with tumultuous Joys, 
A gentle faintnef$ did our Limbs furprize. 

; Beware, Sicilian Ladies, Ah! beware 

. How you receive my faithlefs Wanderer. _ 
You too will be abus‘d, if you believe | 
The flattering words that he fo well can give. 
Loofe to the Winds I let my flowing Hair, : 
No more with fragrant {cents perfume the Air, > 
But all my. Drefs difcovers wild Defpair. 
For whom ‘alas! fhould now my Art be fhown? 
The only Man I cay’d to pleafe is gorie. 
Oh let me once more fee thofe Fyesof thine, ..* | 
Thy Love I ask not, do but fuffer mine. 

is . —_ | B 7 | Thou 
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Thou might’ft at leaft have ta’ne thy lait farewel,| 
And feign’d a forrow which thou dift not feel. 
No kind remembring Pledge was ask’d by thee, 
“And nothing left but Injuries with me. 
_ Witnefs yeGods, with what a Death-like cold | 
‘My heart was feiz’d when firft thy flight was told. | 
Speechlefs and flupid for awhileI lay, | 
_ And neither words,nor tears could find their way. | 
But when my fwelling Paffion forc’d a vent, | 
With Hair difhevel'd, Clothes in pieces rent; | 
Like fome fad Mother through the Streets I run, | 
_ Who to his Grave attends her only Son. 
- Expos'd to all the World my felf Ife, 
Forgetting Vertue, Fame, and allbutthee; . > 
So ill alas! do Love and Sharne agree! 
"Tis thou alone that art my conftant care, 
In pleafing Dreams thou comforr’it my Defpairs | 
= os _ And 
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he mak’ft the night, that does thy form. convey, 
Welcome to me above the faireft day. 

Then *fpight of abfence I thy Love injoy, : 

Jin clofeimbraces loek’d, methinks, we lie; 
Thy tender words I hear, thy Kifles feel, 

‘With all the Joys that fhame forbids to tell. . 

= when I waking mifs thee from my bed, : 

“And all my. pleafing Images are fled ; 

The dear deluding Vifion to retain, 

I lay me down, arid try to fleep again. - 

Soon as I rife, I haunt the Caves and Groves 

( Thofe confcious fcenes.of our once papery io ne 
There like fome frantick Bactbanal I walk, : 

And to my felf with fad diftraétion talk. | 
Then big with grief I throw me on the ae 
And view the melancholy Grotto round 3° 
Whoie hanging: roof of Mofs arid cragey Stone © 
Delights my eyes above the brighteft Throne. 2 


BG : oc |But | 
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But when I fpy the bank, whofe grafly bed 

Retains the print our weary bodies made, 

On thy forfaken fide I lay me down, 

And with a fhower of tears the place I drown. 
The Trees are wither'’d all fince thou art gone, 

~ Asif for thee they. put their Mourning on. 

No warbling Bird does now, with Mufick fill 

The Woods, except the mournfull F hilomel. 

With hers my. difmal Notes all night agree, , 

Of Tereus fhe complains, and I of thee. 

Ungentle Youth! did'ft thou. but fee me.mourn 

Hard as thou art, thou would'h, thou would’ft re 

My cqnftant falling, tears the Paper ftain, _— 

- And my weak hand can fearce direct my Pen. 
Oh could thy eyes. but reach my. dreadtull ftate, 

As now I fland prepar’d for fudden Fate, 

Thou coulda not {ee this naked breatt of mine 

| Dail — Rorks, as tla ay joyn’d to thin 


Peac 
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Peace, Sapho, peace! thou fend'tt thy fruitlefs crys 
‘To one more hard than rocks,more deaf than feas 
The flying Winds bear thy Complaints away, 
But none will ever back his Sails convey. | 
No longer then thy hopelefs Love attend, 
= But let thy Life here with thy Letter end. 


| 
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CANACE to MACAREUS: 


The ARGUMENT. 

Macareus axd Canace Son and Daughter to Z.o- 
lus, God of the Winds., lowd each other In- 
ceftuoully : Canace was delivered of a Son, and 
committed him ta her Nurfe, to be fecretly cox- 

weyd away. The Infant crying out, by that 

_ means was difcoverd to Aolus, who — at 
the wickednefs of his Children, commanded the 
Babe to be expos'd toWild Beafts on the Moun- 
tains: and, withal, fent a Sword to Canace, 

with this Meffage , That her Crimes would in- 

Strutt her how to ufe it. With this Sword fhe 

_. flew her felf: but before fhe died, fhe writ the 

following Letter ta her Brother Macareus, wha 

had taken Sanctuary in the Temple of Apollo, 


wr {treaming bloud my fatal Letter ftain, ° 
| toe e’re you read, the Writer flain : oe 
One hand the Sword, and one the Pen imploys, | 
And in my lap theready Paper lies, 
oe | a. Think 
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|. Think in this pofture thou behold't me Write: 
In this my cruel Father wou’d.delight. 

O were he prefent, that his eyes and hands | 
Might fee and urge thedeath which he commands, 
"Than all his raging Winds moredreadful, he 
: Uninov'd, without a tear, my wounds wou'd fee, 

| Seve juftly pla¢d him on a ftormy Throne, 7 
| His Peoples temper is fo like his own. 4 
. The North and South, and éach contending _ 
 denteladl wide Dominion catt : 
| Thofe he can rule; but his tempeftuous mind . 
Is, like his airy Kingdom, unoonfin’d... 
Ah ! ! what avail my Kindred Gods. above, 
That in their number I can reckon Jove! 
What help will all my: heav'nly friends afford oe: 
| When to my breatt I lift the pointed Sword? - . 
That | hour which joynd uscalmie before its time, 
n death ‘we had: boen one wich acrime: — 
, Why | 


Why lov’d I thee with more than Sifters love? - 
For I lov'd too; and knowing not my wound, 
A fecret pleafure in thy Kiffes found: | 
My Cheeks no longer did their ‘colour boaft, 
My Food grew loath{om, and my ftrength-I lott: 
Sull ere {poke, a figh wou'd {top my tongue; 
Short were my flumnbers,and my nights were long. 
I knew not fron: my love thele griefs did grow, - 
_ Yet was, ‘alas, the thing I did not know. a, > 
, My wily Nurfe by long experience found, 
And firft difcover'd to my Soul its wound. - 
"Tis Love, faid. the; and then my down- caft eyes, 
And guilty dumbne&s, witnefs'd my. Spin. 
~ -Fordd at the laft, my fhamnefull pain I tell: 
And, oh, what follow’d we both know too well! 


_ When half denying, more than half content, 


‘ Embraces warmrd me to a 1 full’ confent: 


so OVIDs EPISTLES. © 
Why did thy aia anid a Brother's rx move 2 ? 
| 
wes 
| 
is “Then _ 
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‘Then with Tumultuous J oys my Heart did beat, 
* And guilt that made them. anxious, made them | 
great, 

But now my fwelling womb heav'd upr my breatt, | 
And rifing weight my finking Limbs oppreft. 


What. Herbs, what Plants , did not my Nurfe 
— produce | 


~'Tomake Abortion tie thei 5 pow ‘fall h uice? 

What Medicines try’d We not to thee unknown? 
‘Our firft crime common ; this was mine alone, 
| But the ftrong, Child, fecure i in his dark Cell, 
With Natures vigour did our arts repel. 
| “And? now the pale. fac'd Empref of the Night, : 
- Nine times had filtd her Orb with borrow'd lights 


‘Not knowing, ‘twas my Labour, ] complain 3 


Of fudden footings; and of grinding g: pain: 
My throes came thicker, and my crys | increaft, 


Which ith her hand the confcious Nurfe fe fap 
pret. | 7 


~ 


a 
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To tliat unhappy fortune was Icome, | 
- Pain urg’d my clamours; ‘but fear kept me dumb. 
With inward ftruggling I re{train’d my cries; 
‘And drunk the tears that trickled from my eyes. 
Death was in fight, Lucina gave no aid; 
And | ev ‘1 my dying: had my guilt betray’d. 
Thou cart and j in thy Count'nance fate De- 
ss fpair : Moa? Pree | 
| Rent were thy Garments all; ‘and t torn ala Hair: 
Yet, feigning comfort which thou cowdtt not give, 
( Preft in thy Arms, and whifp” ring me to live ., 
For both our fakes, (faid'tt thou) preferve thy I life; ; 
Live, my dear Sifter, and my dearer Wife. 
Raisd by that name, with my laft pangs! rove: 
‘Such ‘pow’r have words when me by thof | 

| we Jove. | | 
The Babe, : as if he heard via thou Iaddt fuse 
With hafty j joy {prung forward to > be born. 

Ww hat 
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What helps it to have weather'd out one Stra ce 
Fear of our Father does another form. | 
High in his Hall, rock’d in a Clnir of Staté,” 

The King with his tempeftuous Council fate 
Through this large Room our only paflage ly, 
By which we cou’d the new-born Bale eoavey. 
Swath’d, in her lap, the bold Nurfe bore him outs 


With Olive branches cover’d round abouts. 


_ And, mutr’ring pray’rs, as holy Rites the fMmeant, | 


‘Through the divided Crowd; unqueftion’d went, 


Too foon its own appronehing woes divin’d. 


Juft at the door th" uhhappy Infant ‘cry’ds 
The Grandfire heard him, arid the theft he fpy’d. 
Swift as a Whirl-wind.to the Nurfe he fliés; 


- And deafs his ftormiy Subjedts.withihis cries. 


With one fierce puff, -he blows the leaves away: 
Expos'd the felfdifebver’d Infart lay, : 
The noife reach’d me, dnd my ‘prefaging amd 4 


Not 


14 OVID'’s EPISTLES. 
ee 
Not Ships at Sea with winds arefhaken more, 
Nor Seas themfelves;, when angry Tempefts roar, 
‘Than I, when my loud Father’s voice I hear: © 
The Bed beneath me trembled with my fear. 
- SHerufh’d upon me, and divulg’d my ftain s 
Scarce from my Murther-cou’d his hands refrains | 
Lonely anfwer'd him with filent tears; 9°.) 
They flow’d; my tongue was frozen up with fears: 
~ ‘Hijs little Grand-child he commands away, - | 
Tp Mountain Wolves, and every Bird of prey: Z 
The Babe cry’d out, as if he underftood,: 
And beg?d. his pardon with what voice hecou’d. _ 
By what expreffions can my grief be fhown? > 
(Yet you may guefs my anguifh by your own ) » 
‘To fee my bowels, and what yet was worfe, — 
Your bowels too, condemn’d. to fuch a Curfe! _ 
Out went the King;. my voice its freedom found,: 
My breafts I beat, my blubber'd Cheeks I-wound.. 
e “And 
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=~; 


And now appear’d the Meffenger of death, ©; 


t Sad were his Looks ms and {carce he drew his 


To fay, Your Father fee you~ 


Breath, 


: —_ a 


word — 


. His trembling bani’ prefented mea iol . 


yw 


Tour Father fends you this: : and lets you know 
Zi hat your own Crimes the ufe of ii will foow. ie 
Too well I know the fence thofe words. imparts 
His Prefent fhall be treafur'd in my heart... | ees 
Are thefe the Nuptial Gifts a: Bride receives? 
And.this the fatal Dow’r a Father gives?: ae 
Thou God of Marriage fhun thy own difgrace; a 


And take thy-Torch-from this detefted place:.- 
Inftead of that, let Furies light their brands; . s 


And Fire my pile with their infernal hands. 


With happier fortune may my Sifters weds 


-Warn’d by the dire Example of the dead... 


_ For 
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For thee, poor Babe, what Crime cou’d any 

pretend? | 

How cou’d thy Infant innocence offend? 

. Aguilt there was ; but oh that guilt was mine! 

Thou fuffer'tt for a fin that was not thine. | 

_ Thy Mothers prief andCrime!. but jaftenjoy’d,. 

Shown to my fight, and born tobe deftroy’d? 

‘Unhappy Offfpring of my teeming Womb! 

Drag’d head-long from thy Cradle to thy Tomb! 

Thy unoffending life! could not fave, 

__ Nor weeping cou’d F follow to thy Grave! 

Nor on thy Tomb cou’d offer my fhorr Hair; _ 

Nor thow the grief which tender Mothers bexr. 

- Yet long thou thal not ftom my Artnis be loft, - 

For foon I will o'retake thy Infime Gio.) 

| But thou, ‘my Love, and now cs Love's De 
‘Apair, 7 a Be oe 

Perform his Fanerdls with paternal care. 


erry 


ew > 


art ers = 
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Hig'Teayér'd ‘d Limbs with my dead body burn ;'- 
And once more joyn usin the pious Urn. 
If on ny? wounded bi breatt thou | drop’ ft a tear, 
‘Think for whofe fake my breaft that wound did 
- faithfully aty ‘aft defires fulfill,’ . —— 
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. The ARGUMENT occiek 
Demophoon sho was Sou to Thefens aud Phaedra, 
in returning from the Trojan War into bis owe 
Country, was by a Tempeft driven upon the Coafts 
of Thrace; where Phillis, who was then Queen 
of Thrace, entertained him, and Married him. 
‘When he had flayd with her fome time ; he 
had Conquer'd Thefeus , had Ufurp'd the Go. 
vernment of Athens) and under pretence of fet- 
ling his own Affairs, he went to Athens ; 
_ promifed the Queen , that he would come back 
: in ena Month. When he had been gone four 
| Mitts and that fhe had heard no News of bim, 
fhe writes him this Letter. — —— 


| Ou've gone beyond your time, and ought 

ro (pear : (to give 
Sai So kinda Wife as Phils leave to grieve. — 
You promis me you would no longer flay, 
Then till the firft full Moon fhould light your way. 
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| Thrice did it fince its borrow'd light renew, ~~ 
‘And thrice has chang?d, tut not fo much as you. 
Did you the — aad Hauts, and Minutestell,, 
_ As Phillis does, andl they thet love fo well, 
You'd fay,’twer¢ time toweep i your forrawst9p | 
+ Would Jofhifie thade Tears the eds for yous <= 
: Seidl did: I hope, and. thought you’ ill be: bene; 
_ We hardly easy bilieve thofe things we fears! 
| Now tis teo plain, and fpiehe of Loveand you, 
Taft beh fea it, atid believeit ton = 
- How of did Fideesive tay! fell, and fworg, > 
hw your. Ship jot otaking to thie Shore? 
- Then Curstd thot: Friends I thougte had-eaus'd 
Yow flay, | ae 3 
. Would You were half fa innbcent as lies 
" Sometixings 3 Seat’d ‘by iia: oe 
You might be Shipwrackd while you foughe che 
Seb ceo te S een 
.* ee . And 
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7 And. griev'd t have. injur'd whom } though fo | 
E beg’d:that pardon, :I'd refus'd: to-you: AS 
_ Then, cruck Man"! did I the Gods implore De! 
To let you live, though] nee awe you more’ ‘ 
Whenl a favoutabté Galeefpy'dy 2°. oy Oe 
He comés, if he’s ‘alive, he comes, Lery'de 0 7/ 
“And 'thus my love till fought fome new! prevetice, | 
And f'grewEloquent in. you deletes 22... 
Yet thou'avoid Teme ftill, ‘tondoTiee 25 00" 
” Thofe promifésthou.mad ft ta Heaven. and me:: ! 
‘But thy falfe Vows; alas! werealfbut.-Wind, i | 
“Thy vowsand withes made the'galaimore kind}! | 
They fill'd yout Sails, and you'were fore'daway, | 
* By the fame wifhes, which you eerie 
What have I done; but lov'd tovansexcetsi.. 
You'd not been guilty hadi lav'd:you. fefs: 
My: only Crime is, foving. you ‘too. well, i rot 
: - {ure _ Merit in that Crime dos dwell. 
bot “SG et, _ Where’s 
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oat — tm 8 ere ws +e ee + ee aR 8 I tee ee 


i Where’ s now your Faith? ? sind where’ s shed Tove 
you bere > : he fee 
Where 2 are the Gods is whom: — oy raed 2. 

He bid me Live, ‘and banifh’d : siPmy Fears; © 4 

‘You fwore by th {welling BillbWs of the a 1 

: Which of you'd try'djadd weuld-yer‘tratt apain, 
Rather than my with rie, @; tholigh mu¢l _ 

Kind 6202 0) 2S Ge oe eed BD | 

And conftant' tod, ‘than ee orWind: * 

You fworaby th’ Mighty’ Ruler of the Flood,  : 

" The heav rily Author of'ydur Reyal Blood ne 

; Ufere #:God had any thing#ado © 6.02 017 

In one {6 full; and fo unkind ag you. )i' © O°, 

You fwore by Venus, and the-fatal feel \ 

Of thof pioad Daits, which tootdo much — 7 

And by Breat Funo, whofe refiftlefs-Are >i 272: 7 
Gave thée = Handjwheal: had “Biv ‘rimy: Heart.’ 


<u i C3) Thou 


‘ r soba 


Lary 


\ 
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Qus to your Sails, dental alan 


WwW ho could -_ ine Such we weds etre 


Thon fwar'kio sch, tht if ach God fhould be |! 
Juft, to revenge his injur'd felf and me; 
Suek numerous mifchiels on thy head would faii, | 
Thou'dit not have room enough to bear thes sh | 
Diftracted I, as if I'actfear'd your flay, ) 
Repair'd your Ships to harry you away... | 
What belle you snicuediomiale ) 


Thus was I falfly by my felf betray’d," 
And perith by the wouads my haods have made: | 
I foolifhly ee ali th’ Oathsyoufwore, + - | 


“4.8 & fae 


Upon a treacherous, deluding ‘Fongne ind 


. ‘Que was enough to her shat loyth like me. _ -. 


I fw your tears, and] believ'd rhem all, 
Can they he te9, and are they caught | tc Sti 
What needed all thas aumerous Perjury ?- 


I'me 
| 


= 


, ee —— 
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I ce not afharn'd 1 did your Ships receive, — . 
And your own wants did carefully fehieve; 
Thofe Debts I oughs you ona nobler feare, 

But then, ‘tis true, Efhould bave done no more:. 
AllT repent, is that I baftly. flrove 


_ 'F inereafe your welcome by a Nuptial Love. .. 


a 


That night that uther'd in rh’ ‘wahappy day, | - 


| Which did me to your guilty Love betray; _ 


Th 


= 


Pr od 


I with that feeal Nighe had been my lat; 


| Then I-had died, but then I had been Chaft. 


I hopd you-were, ‘caufe I deferw'd you, aaa 
Is it a Crime to with what is our duet 


Tis fure no mighty Glory to deceive ae 
A tender Maid, 16 willing to believe... - 


My wedniefsdoes but heighten your offence, = 
You kindly thould have fpar'd my innocence. .- 


‘You've gain'd a Maid that lov'd you, and may she 


‘Your grate Prife, and only Viéfory, 
C4  ~_ May 


24 -OVID's EPISTLE S27. 


> May your cam Statue raisid by- this fuecels; ” 


Shame your:great Father, ‘cau his Grimes were || 
And wheh late tory thall of Zyrants reli; <°'8 
And who by.Scyron, and-Procruftes fellj-:': - 

The Centaurs flight, The Thebans Overthrow, oll 
Who twas durft force the difmal Shades below; 
Then fot.your Flononr. fall at Jaft be-faid; »: ie 
' Here's Fe; whe bya woretehod- neple. oe 
A Loving, Innocent ,' Believing Maid. 

OF all thofle Ads. wein your. Father koa 
“His Treachery, alone-reminins'j In you. : 

- What only can excufe.thie,Hs: you: he Ee nr 
‘You both fuberit, and.Admire'ittoa yt 
He Ariadne did betray,-bue fhe tke 4 
| Enjoys 4 Gasband mightier fr-thaft-Htsr 5 fi 
‘Butthe fcorn’d Thraciansmy Tmbraces thine af 
Caule J. from. _— into- thy, Arms:did. PUD," ¢ an | 
oo a ee ee 


& 


- 


“a 
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Let her,: they-ery,. to learngd! Gresce be gane,.: : 
We'll find'a Monarch’ to fupply she'Thrangii.:)-: 
Thus all we do. depends‘ameh ik Fatey 25 
Which does for éver.on th’ unhappy Wait oly 
But-may.-that:Mete all hisheftichoughts wae 


. Who judges other& létietscby the: ade 


— For fhould’R thou everbles thefe Sis ey 


They ’d praife that Love of which they: mn y-conrt 


| Then wouldithey: fay; What could foe bettdrrda * 


‘Bork for han feife and fe bat Kingdoth to0e 0 


But J frayeexrid, ‘and: thew ‘te for ever re 
Forget:ft my:Empire, and forger'{t my. Bed: - *, 
Methinks,:3.iee thee fill, Pemaploons: 3.5 10 
Thy Save aif holfted, Teddy. tobe gone: .. 


-Whenboldlyrshonididit ny Soft Limbsimbrace, 


And with dong Killes dele {k-upon my. Fares... - 
Drowm'ddnmyndrarss And iny our owh you. wy, 


. And can the, Winds’ chat bafta d you'swaye 


=* - , Then 


* mele OVIDS EPISTLES.: .-- 


Thea parting ery’d: (methinks F hear thee til): 
Phillis:3°S come, yo may Le fore Twit 
Can] expeét that thou’le e'refee this Shore, 


Who left’ft ie that thou ne’remight’R fememore? |: 


And yet I beg. youd come t00, ene | 
Be only guilry in too long a tay. = 


What do: } ask 2. thou. yy vow Chirmi poe ) 


Forger'tt may Lixdeefs on another! Breas 
‘ And better to eontpieat the Treachery, 
‘ Swear'ft all thofe Onthsy which tot 


~ And haft (fale Man) perhaps ceca a 
And ask’{t t00, who I an, and whence l came?’ |; 


But that thou'beseer may'ft remembéer.tne,- 
Know, thowungratefall.:man, that eam fhe; : - 


- Who when thon ‘dit wander'd: all the Ocean, re, | 


Harbour'd thy Ships, aint welcout'@thke — 
‘Thy: Coffers lilt replénith’d fromifayiowa,: 
ial to that height 4 Prodigaf was grown, 

I gave 


to re ir 


ne 
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I gave thes all thou ask‘dit, and gave & faft, 
I gave my felf into thy power at aft; 
‘T gave my Scepeer and my Crown to Thee, 
A weight too a to be-born, by me, 
And nee Heber cuts his Sacred ways 
: So gyeat’s the Ewspire, and fo wide the Land, .. 
Scarce to be govern’dby a Womans hand, — 
She whom Fate wonkl not fuffer to bechatt, —e 
Whole Nupt'als with Fun'ral Pomp were gractt; 
Shril cries difturb’d us midft our fwiftelt joys, 
And our drawn Cyrtyins trembled with the noife, 
| Then clofe ta thee I.chmg, alldrown’d jn eras, 
And fought my Shelsgr where I’d found my fear 
_ And now while othessdrown their caxe.in is 
Tama toch barren: Shere add Rotks toweep, p 
cumin ee «yas the iprctous Dewi 
| All 


E8-° OVEDs ERSTLES: wae 


Le 8 ED ee ‘ 
Bt Pre wm + are. @ 


All Day and Night f the ssid Conte es . 


And when afii,"4 coming Sail Tview, « 


Ithank nisfSthrss' aid ndlide-'tis you. ° © 


Then witly flange haft t fan iy Loveto meet,’ 
Nor can thé, flowing Waters {top my MFeet 
Wheri neat! P-grow: mote fearful than before, ’*) 
A faddert erefnbling feidek me's o're | °2° me 
- heaves my body breathiels onthe Shore:--) 

ard py? “ag ieretwo' hie Richest ere 
cana folitaty ‘Bay. ol SYAY> 
ORI ve veloW'a? while of this plice’ I've’ itoed 
— Tothrow my felfiritd-the-raging Fload)? °° - 
Wild with Delpait, andl Will do it a Loe 
Ginee you tontinine Ets toe me iy wor hoo 
“And whienr dhe kinder Waves that vinilaniaiaid 
ay oh thoiP behold my Bolly’ on’ phe Siok! 
RA , - Unburied 


—_ 


wes ie ~~ Sareea ss 


—eEeO 
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ae - 


2b TAP SRP - COS SE Ne, 


« Unburiedies ech igh ss Crbchip no colT 


Harder: thant Stoney of thidti ely Ve boaidnboa 
Yet Malezthon dx'yseABaith nw ids Pe fheh-r00°% 
Phillis, 7 sites ade vd\23 OG PHAN Nowrs 9ST 
Raging witl:Poifoas\wduld Sofrempiras wa Vy 


And queich imyfowin by: o imidhhdppier Bika 


Then to revenge the lofs of all my Reft, - 
Would ftab thy Image in my tortur’d Breaft. 
Or by a Knot (more welcome far to me 
Than that falfe Man, which I have tied with | 
thee, ) 
Strangle that Neck, where thofe falfe Arms of * 


} AF Seine - car 


With treach rous hiatal usd fo oft to twine. 
And as. becomes a poor unhappy Wife, 
Repair my ruin‘d Honour with my Life. 
When wecan once with our hard Fate comply, - 
"Tis eafie then to chufe the way to die. 

: ‘Then 


go OVID EPISTLES. ~ 


S 


‘Then on my ‘Tomb fhall the'piowd Cax/e be read, | 
And thy Sad Crimefilllive, whenlamdead, - 
Poor: Phillis dyd, by ‘bine foe laud eppreffd, - 
Fie was the cruel canfe of aller mee, 


Bas ber owe pind perform d the fatal Blew,’ * 


~ 
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HYPERMNESTRA 
FO: et 
BW ili ele 


Me. WR, 1G. dn. 


T he A R G U M E N T. 
Danats , ‘King ‘Of Argos, bak By Ea ws 
- Fifty Daughters, bs Brother 
, Sons. Danaus aint bh to” is Dang ters 
< eabis Brvthens res ita —_ fied by 
| Ar dn revenge , he commands his Daw 7 
: ie to Wer bh page on the’ ed | 
112, obey'a but Axperman 
| an 1S ED her Etusband Litiis a efta see 
| whit being nfte wardsémptefoned ad paras 
Irons, fee writes this Epiftle. : ” 
wh ter lo*ecmen Lute oeot oT 


T O that dear ‘Brother whp alone fapvives 


arta ae Sra Se Vaasa © 


“ives, | 
QF Fifgn date, whale love — 
- Writes he br ole in her ands dafeope, 
Unhappy Wife whofe Crime’s her inane 
on | | ih, “Oe 
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Ffx faving hiss E fold Y'nt gailty call: °F’: 
‘Had I been truly fo, Fd been extolld. nf 
firice this cheep fay " 
toidifobey. f Ts 


Let nté é he 9 i 
Is Galt, I glory shus 
Torments nor Death fhalldraw me to repent: |: 
Though againft me dhe} ufethatUaftranent | 
From ‘rom which I fay d a , Husbands dearer life, = 


oy oO FA aly | 
And with one Sots ia nee. aan 
Vet will T ne're ‘repent for being ti trie, 


Orvbiuth ¢ ‘have jovds that ke myifrs ves 


Sires NS 


Such dene, cand fach se repeatancris edie: ) 
fin fei’ with: teftot while I bat felis, 
vers shun. fenrabetice of sGrimess i ot 
The —_ memory ‘of that dire night , 
7 Raeyvates for my y hand I T fearee tan a Wiite’ ~ i } 
| How exe't' cp! With Geremony gay, — 
Abo the fet of Night; ‘ost desea : 
“gers? Se eae nen ) 
ee | : 


ee a z 


 — 
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The wicked Sifters were in — led; 
And I among ’em, to ) the Nuptial Bed, 

The Marriage Lights as furieral Lamps appear; 
And threatning Omens met us every where. 

: Hymen they call: Flymex neglests their Cries : . 
Nay Funo too from her own Argos flies. : 
Now come the Bridegrooms, high with Wine, td 
Something with us more loy’d than Wine,behind. 
Full of impatient Love, carelefs, and brave, 

- ‘They feize theBed, not feeing thete a Grave. 

. What follow’d fhame forbids me to exprefs; - _ 


~~ 


But who fo ignorarit as not to guefs? == - 
Now their tyr'd Senfes they to fleep commit, ° — 
| A fleep as ftillas Death; ah, tod like it} (died; | 
"Twas then methought I heard their groans thet 
Alas! *twas more than thought! I terrifed  ° 
| Lay trembling, cokl, and without power to move; 
In that dear Bed which you had mademelva 
D While 
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| ee onenemmocmmmnernian 


"While you in the foft Bonds of Sleep lay faft, 
Charm’d with the joys of love,then newly paft: 
Fearing to difobey, I rife at laft. a 


- Witness {weet heavens, how, peace was the ftrife” 


Betwixt the name of Daughter and a Wife. 
Thrice O re your breaft, which did fo lately. Joys | 
In fach an: Fcttafie of love to mine, “i 
T rais'd the pointed Steel to pierce that part, 
But ah! th’ attempt ftrook nearer my own heart. 
My Soul divided thus, thefe words, among 
A thoufand fighs, fell foftly trom my tongue. . 

* Doft thou nat heed a Father’sawfull will? ° 
‘ Doft thou not fear his power? On then, and kill 
i * How can I kill when I confider who? | 
§ Can I think death? againtt a Lover too? | 
‘ What has my Sex with Blood and Arms to do?). 


*Fye, thou art now by Love to Shame betray’d: 
: ahy. Sifter. Brides by this have all obey’d. eat 
W ith 


= 
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‘ With Shame their Courage and their Duty fee: 
“If not a Daughter; “yetaSifterbe , 
‘No, Iwill never-firike: If one muft die 
© Linus thall live, and my death his fapply. 
‘What has he done; ‘or. I, what greatér ill> 
“For him to die; and I; much vce: tokil? ~~ 
(Were he as guilty as my Father wou'd 
* Prefent him, why muft I be ftain’d with bloud+ 
a Poniards and: Swords ilt with my Sex agree :” 
‘Soft Looks, and Sighs of Love; bag weapons ti bd. 
. Ast lamented thus, the tears apace - a 
Dropt from my pityingeyes, on thy lov'd face. : 
While you, with kindand amorous Dreams poflett, 


‘ Threw carelefly your dear arnt’ o’re my breatt, 


There thinking to repeat Joys lately known, . 

\ Your hand upon my Sword was almoft thrown. 
\-Twastime to call, nor longer Iforbore, 
pricing the Days approach, my Father’s more. | 

| D2 - on / 


. a 
SS rue ke are 


acd 
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Wake Linus, wake, Icry’d; O quickly wake, 
| Or fleep forever here; ‘Th’ alarm you take, 
Start up: ask twenty queftions in one breath:. 
| Delay is death; . 
Fly while "tis dark, and fcape eternal night. ; 


| To all I anfwer thus 


“While it was dark you made a happpy ak 7 
I ftay’d:to meet the terrors of the Light. 
Wath day my Father comes, the dead to view; 
_ And finds the difmal Sum one fhort, by you. 
Enragid to fee. his treachery betray’d , | 
By his command I’m thus in Fetters laid. 
Is this reward due to my Love from Fate ? 
Ab, wretched flame! Paffion unfortunate! ! 
Since Zo fuffer'd under Funo’s ; Rage, 
Nothing that Rival'd Goddefs can affwage. 
Th’ unhappy Miftrefs of the mighty Fove 
a toa a, a form unapt. for Love, of 


~~ 
a ae 


“ “Views: 
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.- Views in her Father’s ftreams her heads array, - 


tt 
ds : 


| ie ol 


[dee 


Sees her own horns, and frighted, ftartsaway. 


"When fhe’d complain, ‘fhe lows: and equal fears’ - 


From her new felf furprife her eyesand ears. - 


In vainto lofethe frightfull fhape fhe tries, 


_ For Jo follows ftill where Zo flies. 


In vain fhe wanders over Lands and Seas ; 


_ Gan the find Cure whofe felf is the Difeafe 2 - 
Sadly feverethe change i in her ‘appear'd , 


Whof Beauty Fove has lov'd, and Funo fear'd. | 
Grafs and the Springs her food and drink fupply 
Her only Lodging’ S the unfheltring Sky. | 
What need I urge Antiquity 2 my fate . 

sa frefh inftance of the Goddefs hate. 

A double ftock of Tears by.me are foil 

Both for my Brothers death, and Sifters guilt. > 


- Yet, as if that were {mall, thefe Chains ar-ive, 


» "Caufe I, alone, am guiltlefs, you alive. 


~—6dDD B33 es But, | 


: pe ae et SE de ow Me 
38 OVID EPISTLES. 


But, my dear Lord, if any thought you have 
Or of the Love, or of the life I gave : 
If any memory with you, does laft 
Or of the Pleafures, or the Dangers patt, 
Now, Limws, now fome help to her afford. 
Who wants the Liberty the gave her Lord. 
If life forfake me e’re I you can fee, 
And death, before my Linus, fet me free, 
Yet my unhappy Farth from hence remove ; 
And give thofe Obfequies aredueto Love.. © .. 
When I’m inter’d [ know fome eed will — ; 
Then let this little Epitaph be all. 
_ Here lies a Love Compleat, the’ bape Wi ife, 
Who catch'd the Death aim'd at her Elusbands 
Here I muft reft my hand,tho’ nach remains, ( ie . 
'Tis quite difabled with the weight of Chains. 


"ARIADNE | 


(39) 


notaure; 4 Monfler begotten by a Bull upon 
Wife Pafiphae , while he was engaged in that’ 
War. The Chance at laft fell upon Thefeus. te 
be fent among thofe Youths; who, by the Ln- 
“firuitions of Ariadne, efcaped out of the Laby. — 
‘rinth, after he had killd the Minotaure,- and; 
together with her, fled tothe Ifle of Naxos. But, 

.. being commanded by Bacchus, he forfook ber, — 
while fhe flept. When fhe awaked and found her- 

felf deferted, [be writes this Letter. | 
T.. favage Beafls more fierce, more tobe _ 


Expos'd by Thee, by ThemI yet am fpar’d! 
| D 4 a Thee. 


ao OVID'’s EPISTLES. 
‘Thefe Lines from that unhappy Shore I write | 
‘Where you forfook me in your faithlefs fight ; 
And the moft tender Lover did betray, 
While lock’d in fleep, and in your Arms the lay. 
“When Marning-dew on all the Fieldsdid fall,- 
' And Birds with early Songs for day did call ; 
Then I, half fleeping, ftretch’d me tow’rds your 
- piace, - 
And fought to prefs you with anew imbrace: 
Oft fought to prefs you clofe, but ftill i in vain ; 
My folding Arms came empty back again. 
| "Startled , I rofe, and found that you were gone, 
Then on my widow’d Bed fell raging down: . 
| sal the fond Breatt, where, fpigh of-me, you 
al tore shat hair, whiidi you once lik’d fo well, 
. By the Moons light { the wide Shore did view, 
"But all was Defart,- and nofightof you. - 
. > ut | ‘Then 
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Then every way, with Loves mad hatte I fly, 
But ill my feet with my defires comply; _ 
Weary they fink in the deep yielding Sands, | 
: Refufing to obey fuch wild Commands. 

Toll the Shore of Thefeus I complain, . 
The Hills and Rocks fend back that Name again. 
. Oft they repeat aloud the mournful noife, | 
And kindly aid a hoarfe and dying, Voice. 

Tho’ faint’ yet ftill impatient, next I try - 
To climb a rough fteep Mountain which was nigh: 
(My furious Love unufual ftrength fupply'd :) 
From thence, cafting my eyes on every fide, | 
Far off the flying Veffel I efpy’d.- 

- Inyour fweld Sails the wanton Winds did play; 
(They Court you fince they fee you falfe asthey.) 
. I faw, or fancy’d that I faw you there, 7 ; ) 
7 And my chill Veins froze. up with ‘cold defpair. - 
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Thus did [Janguith, till returning Rage. 

_ In new extreams did my fir'd Soul ingage. 
Thefeus, I cry, perfidious Thefeus ftay! 

( But you ate deaf, deafas the Winds, or Sea ! ) 
Stay your falfe flight, and let your Veflel bear _ 
Hence the whole number which fhe landed here! 
In loud and dolefull fhrieks I tell the reft, 

_ And with frefh Fury wound my hated Breaft. 

Then allmy fhining Ornaments I tear, — Air, | 
And with ftretch’d Armis waye them in open / 
That you might fee her whom you-could not ( 


© hen : 
* But w rhen out of my fight the Veffel flew, 
And the Horizon fhut me from the: view; 
From my fad eyes, what flouds. of tears did fall! Ms 
( Till then Rage would not let me weep 2 at all. } | 
Still let them weep, for lofing fight of you, 
Tis the whole bufines whicti they ought to do. - 
| : Like 


rm 
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Like Bacchus raving Priefts fometimesI'go:- 


With fuch wild hafte, with hair ditheveld fo. 
Then on fome craggy Rock fit filent down, 


| As cold, unmov’d, and fenflefs as the Stone, 
To our once happy Bed I often fly-: . 


(No more the place of mutual'Love and Joy.) — 


See where my muchslov'd 7) hefens once was lay q, | 


And kifs the print which hisdear Body made. 


Here we both lay, I cry, falfe Bed re{tore 


: My Thefeus, kind and faithful as-before, — 
“brought him here, here loft.him while I flept. 


- Howwell, falfe Bed, you have-my Lover kept! 


ftom 
a 


Alone and helplefs in this Defert place 
The fteps of Man, or Beaft I cannot trace. . . 


On every fide the foaming Billows beat, 


But no kind Ship does offer a retreat. 


And fhould théGods fehd me fome iis Sail, 
* Calm Seas, good Pilots, and a profperous Gale: 


ae - . Yet 
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Yet then my Native Soil Idurft not fee, 
- But a fad Exile mut for ever be. 


From all Cretes hundred Cities I am curft: 


/ 


From that fam’d Ifle where Infant Fove was nurft. — 
 Cretel betray’d for you, and, what’s more dear, 
Betray’d my Father, who that Crown does wear: 
| When to your hands the fatal Clew I BAVE, oe 
Which through the winding Lab’rinth: led you : 
_ Then how you lov’d, how eagerly imbrac’d, | 
How oft you fwore, by all your dangers patft, 
That with my life your love fhould ever t laft! 
If one forfaken and _ does live, 
| Had you flain me, _as you my Brother. flew, 
- You'd then abfolv’d your felf from ev'ry Vow. 
Now both my prefent Grief. denies me Reft; 
And all, that a wild Fancy can faggelt 
| Of dreadfull Ills to come, diftratts my Breatt. - 
? 7 Before 
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Before my eyes a’thdufand deaths appear, 

I live, yet fuffer all the deaths I fear. | 

Sometime I think that Lions there do ZO, 

And fearce dare truft my fight that ‘tis not fo. . - 

* Imagine that fierce Wolves-are- howling wall : 

"And at th’ imagin’d Noife fhriikiup with fear: - 

| Then think whit Montfters'from: the Sea made rife, 

Or fancy bloudy: Swords before my eyes. — 

‘But moft I dread t to bea Captive tnade, 8 t 

And fee thefe harids in fervile'works imploy’d; 

Unworthy my Extraction froma Line ° 22 

On one fide Royal, and on both Divine: 

And, (which my Indignation more would miove,) 

Unworthy her whom Thefeus:once did love.” - 
If tow'rdsthe Sea I look, or tow’'rds the Land, - 

Objects of horrour ftill before me ftand. 

Nor dare I look.tow’rds Heaven, or hope to find 


Aid from thofe Gods who'chang’d my Zhe/éus’s 
ts mind. - 3 1 
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- If Beafts alone within ‘this Ifland flay, = 
‘Behold me left to them a helplefs Prey ! 
If men. dwell here,, they mutt be Savage too, ° | 
This Soyl, this Heaven made gentle Thefeus fo.’ : 
Would Athens never had my Brother. fin, ; | 
Nor for his paid fo many lives agains “(woun 1° 
Would. ‘thy ftrong Arm had never given - the : 
Which ftruck the doubtfull Monfter to the — : 
Nor I had given the guiding ‘Thread to Thee, 
Which, to my own deftrudtion, fet Thee free. 
Let the unknowing World thy Conquett praife, 
‘It does not Ariadnes wonder raifes _ 
So hard a Heart, unarm’d, might fafely {corn 
The ftrength and fharpriefs of the Montters hors. 
‘FF lint or Steel could be fecure of wound, - 
_ No room for fear could in that Breaft be found. | 
Curft be the fleep which feal’d:thefé eyes fo faft!. - 
Curft, that begun, it did ndtever kit! 
2 For 
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For ever curft be that eae Wind, 

Which fill'd thy Sailsand inmyruinjoyn’d! 
- Curft hand which me , and which my Brother 
« (With what Misfortunes ourfad Hout thas filld!) — 
And curt the Tongue swhich, with foft words,be- 


Ckitfd! 


_ And empty Vows, poor believing Maid ! 
- Sleep; and the Winds againft me had combin’d. - 
; In vain, if petjur'd Thefers had not joyn'd. 
Poor Ariadne, thou muit perifh here, . 
Breath out thy Soul im ftrange and hated Air, > 
_ Nor fee thy pitying Mother fhed one Fear : 
Want a kind hand which thy fix'd.eyes may clofe, 
And thy {tiff Limbs may decently compofe. 
, Thy €arcafs to the Birds matt be aPrey. ee 
Thus Thefeus all thy KindiefS does repay! 3 
' Mean while to Athens: “your: fwitt Ship: Ages, rung 
» There tell the wondring Crowd what you, have 
done... Ue eee es ase cree 
ae How 


(tray’d, — 
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How the mixd Prodigy you did fubdue, 


iii. = 


The Beaft and Man how with one ftroke you flew. : 


Defcribe the Lab’rinth, and how, taught by me, 
You feap'd from all thofe perplex’d Mazes free. 


Tell,in return, what generous things'you ‘ve done: { 


Such Gratitude will all your Triumphs Crown! 


Sprung fure from Rocks, and not.of human Race! - 


Thy Cruelty does thy great Line difgrace. . 

Yet could’ft thou fee, as barbarous as thou art, 

J Thefe difmal looks, fure they would touch thy : 
- — heart. 

You cannot fee, yet think you faw me now 

Fixed to fomé Rock, as if I there did grow, _ , 

And trembling at the Waves which roul below. 

Look on my. torn, and: my diforder'd hairs, , 


~ Zook on my Robe wet through with fhow’rs of 


With. the cold. blafts fee my whole body fhakes,. 


And my numm‘d hand unequal Letters makes. 


.  Jdo 
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I donot urge my. hated Meri now, 7 a 4 . 
. But yield, this ofice, that you do nothing Ow. s 
- Ineither fav'd your Life nor fet you frees 
. Yet therefore mutt you force thisdeath on Me? 
.Ah! fee this wounded Breaft-worn out with fighs, 
. And thefe faint Arms ftretch’d tothe feas ang: skies. 
_ See thefe few hairs yet fpar'd by Grief and Rage, 
Some Pity let thefe flowing Tears. engage. 
_ Turn back, and, if I’m dead when you retin. i 
| Yet lay my Afhes i in their peacefull Ura. 


Eo CS HER 


(so) 


HERMIONE 
ORESTES — 


Th ARGUMENT. | 
Hermione, the Daughter of Menelaus and Helena, . 
was by Tyndarus her Grandfather (to whom — 
Menelaus bad committed the government of hs « 
Floufe when he went to Troy) contracted to + 
Oreftes. Her Father Menelaus , not knowing } 
thereof, had betroth’d her to Pyrrhus, the Son |, 
of Achilles,who returning from the Trojan Wars, 
Stole her away. Whereupon fhe writes to Oreftes 


i 


. 


~~ as follows. 
TT. dear Oreftes, this with health to you, 

From her that was your Wifeand Cofin too; | 
Your Cofin ftill, but oh! that dearer Name 
Of Wife another now does falfly claim. 


BP? agg 


What | 


SS eis ae 
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What Woman can, T have already done, .-° -- 
Yet Inv confin’d. by rough Achilless Son. 
Wich much. of Pain, and-alf the Art knew, 
I ftrove to fhun him, yet alt wou’d not do. 
Stand off, faid I, foul Ravither, take heed, 

"My injur’d Husband will reverigethis.deeds _ 

, Yet he more deaf than angry Tempefts are, me 
To histoath’d Chamber drag’d me by the hairs. : 

: Had Troy ftilt f¥ood, had eiety'' Grecian ime. 

Become a Prey to th’ haughty Victors flame, e 

- What cou'd I more have fiffer'd than Fdoz -— - 

Far more thanpoor Andromache ereknew. 

. But oh my-Dear? if, 2 F have for thee, 

| Thou hafta tender eare; ‘of tought forme, 

Come bravely ons, and'as robb'd Fygers bold; « 

i Snatch'me half: riureher’d from this Monftets hold 

Can you parle each petty Robber’s life,” ele 
And yet thus tamely lofe a Ravifh'd Wife? ? 

) Ea - Thinks 


i 
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Think how my Father Menelaus rag’d | 
For his loft Queen, think what a War he wag’d, 
~ When, pow’rfull Greece wasin hisCaufe ingagd. ) 
Had he fat quietly, and nothingtry’d, 
As once fhe was, fhe’d {till been Paris Bride. | 
Prepare no F feet, you will no Forces figeds, _ | 
By you, -and only-you, I woud be freed. | 
| Not but wrong’d Marriage is aCaufe alone. - 
Sufficient for th’ ingaging World toown, 
Sprung. from the Royal Pelopean Line, } 
You are ‘no lefs by Bloud than Marriage mine. 
Thefe double Ties a double Love perfwade, 
And each fufficient to deferve your Aid. | _ | 
I to your Arms was by my Guardian given, | 
The only Blifs I wou'd have begd from Heaven. 
But that anknown (Omy unhappy Fate!) 
My Father gave me to the Man I hate. a, See 
: ee - 


Lad 
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J uft were thofe Infant Vows to you I made, - 
But this laft Act had all thofe Vows betray de 
Too well he knows what? tis to bei in Love, 
How can, he then my Paffion Sienivdas > 
. Since Love himfelf has felt, he will, nay muft | 
Allow this Paffion in his Daughter juft. 
My Fate refembles my wrong’d Father’ s Cafe, 
And Pyrrbus is that Thief that Paris was. 
Let my proud Gaoler the brave deeds run ore, 

Count afl the Laurels his great Parents wore, 3 | 
. Whate’ re his cou’d, yours greater did, and more. ) 
Let him claim Kindred with fome God above, 
You are defcended from the Mighty Fove.. 
Brave as you are, I with’twere underftood 
By fomething elf, than by Agifthus Bloudy ~ 
Yer you are innocent, Fate drew the Sword, 
Anda a religious Duty gave the word. | 

7 E3 © With — 


bead 


~ 
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With this the Tyrant does my Lord difgrace, 
And what’s ftill worfe, dares do it to my Face : 
Whilft burft with Envy, Iam forc’d to be 


Rack’t, andtormented with his Blafphemy. 


Shall my Ore/fes be abus’d, and I 


_ Asone that’s unconcern’d fit carelefs by ? 


No, though difibled, and of Arms bereft, 
Yetasa Woman, I have one way left, — 
Tears I can fhed, fuchas will yield relief 


| To my. fick Mind, choak’d with excefS of grief; 


[need not tell, ‘how in {oft Feathers dreft, 
- The wanton God his fofter Nymph poflett ; 


‘Te fighs it felf into a filent thowr, 
‘This T can do, whilft by each other preft 
The dewy Pearls run trickling o’re my breaft. 


: For when the big chargid Storm hath loft its 


( Powel | 


mut how fhou’d] this fatal woe efcape > | 
Allour whele eve Race was fubjett to a Rape: 


ae oe 


How | 


to a lta “ a ee Yrs a eg eet 
J : ed ss a ; 
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How through the deep in unknown {hips convey’d | 
| LTippodame was from her F riends betray'd;" 

How the fair Tyndaris by force detain’d, 

By th’ Amyclean brethren was regain’d. 

How afterwards by all the Grecian Power = 

‘She was brought back from the Jdanihore. _ 

I {carce remember that fad day, and yet, 

Young as I was, I do remember it.. 

Her Brothers wept, her Sifter to remove , 

Her Fears, call’d on the Gods, and her own F ove. ; 

Mother, faid 1, ina weak mournful Tone, — 

Wil you be gone, and leave me here alone? 

When you are gone,. why ford I fiay behind? 

All this] {poke, but {poke it to the wind. » 

Now hike the reft of my curft Pedigree, | 

By this loath’d Wretch T am detain’d from Thee, | 

The brave Achides wou'd have’ blam’d his Son, > 

Nor, had heliv'd, woud this have e’re been done. — 

oF « * E44 i _ He 
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He are had: thought it lawful to divide ” 
Thofe two, w hom Marriage had fo firmly ty’d. 
What is ’t, ye-Gods, that thus provokes your hate, 
~ Or what eursid Star rules my unhappy Fate? 
| Why am I plagu’d by your-injurious power, 
-Robb'd of my Parents in a tender hour?» 
He tothe War, fhe with her Lover fled, | 
Though living both, yet both to me were dead.. 
No babling words half fram’d upon thy tongue | 
—Lulfd me to fot repofe when I was young. - 
~ Your tender neck was né’re imbrac’d by me, 
Nor fat I ever fmiling on your knee, | 
You never tended me, nor wasI led 

By thee (dear Mother) to my Marriage- ee 

At your return, T faw, but knew you not, 
-So fute my Mother's Face had. forgot. 7, 

I gaz'd, and gaz’d, but knew’no Feature there, 
 '¥et Hite twas hae ‘caule fo Divinely fin 
| oe | Such 


Be ; ee or 


Stich was our Ignorance, even you alas! 


was. 
S Ask'd your own Daughter, where your Daughter ~ 


: Thou, my Oreffes, wert my fole delight, 
Yet thee tool muft lofe; unlefs you fight. 
Pyrrhus withholds me from thy Arms, anal s all 
Hermione has pain'd by Jéiam’s fall. 

| Soon as the éarly Harbinger of day __ 

. Gildsthe glad Orb withrhis refplendent Ray ; ‘ 

. My Grief’s made gentler by th’ approaching light, 
Arid fome pain-feems to vanifh with the night 7 
But when a Darknefs ore the Earth is fpread, 


And I retura all penfive to my Bed, . 4 


\ 
Tears from my: eyes, as ftreams frons Foun- 


tains flow, 
_ I fhun this Husband, as I’d fhun a Foe. 
Oft grown unmindfull through diftrattive Cares, 


_ [ve flretch'd my Arms, iii touchid him un- 


: awarcs; o ~ = “| #4 


"Strait | 
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Ae 
’ 
\ 
\ 


68 . OVID's EPISTLES. 
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Strait then I check the wandring Senfe, and fly 
To the. Bed’s utmoft limits, yet I lie 
Reftlefs ev'n there, and think I'm {till too nigh. 
Oft I for Pyrrbus have Oreftes {aid, | 
But bleft the Error which my Tongue had made. 
Now by that RoyalGod whofe frown can make. 
The Vaffal Globe of his Creation fhake, 
Th Almighty Sire of our unhappy Race, 
Ad'’by the Sacred Urn that does imbrace (bo a. 
_ ‘Ehy Father’s duft, whofe once loud. bloud may 
Thai in repofe hatt laid his fleeping Ghott ; 
‘Vil either live my dear Oreft es's Wife, 

Or to untimely Fate refign my Life. 


: es reese 7; { 
LEANDER | 
tos ee _ 4 


(sa) 
L E A N D E R 
HERO. 


Mr r AT E, 


The ARGUMENT: 


Leander accuftomed nightly to fim over the Hel- | 


lefpont to véfit Hero (Priefte/s of Venus Temple) 


being at laft hinder’d by Storms from his winted 


courfe, Sends her the dia 7 


Rv this Letter from ao ; ite 
XS With Service, which he rather would have 
: brought, she i | (crown 


“Readwitha fmile and y ve if thou wouldft 


My wifer withes, read them with a frown. 


That 


Pr — 3 
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That Anger — thay Kindnef will proceed, 
‘Caufe of Leander thou cant only read. 
The Seas rage high, and fcarce could we prevail 
With the moft daring Mariner to fail. 

Embark ‘dat laft, and feulking in the Hold, 

My ftealth i is to my jealous Parents told, 
_ AS much too tim’rous they, as I too bold. 

I writ, fihce writing was my fole relief, 
‘And ore the any fheets. thus breath’d my grief. ° 
Bleft Letter, go, my tendereft thou ghts site 
To her ‘warm Lip thy Signets, fhe will lay; a 
“And with a Kifsdiffolve thy Seals away. 
Sev'n tedious nights guiltlefs of fleep I’ve ftood, _ 
Sigh'd with the winds, ; and murmur'd with the ; 
Then climbing th’ utmoit Clifts her Coatt to | 
_-My Tears, ike emi thr bet néarer r drew: ? 


: By j 
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‘By th’ adverfe winds and waves detain’d c on thore, 
“My thoughts run all our former. Pleafiires ore,” 
And in foft Scenes of Fancy re-enjoy 8 
” The blifs that did ‘our. Infant Loves. a 
Twas night (a Curfe on the Ampert’nent: fobs? a. * 
- That pry’d and marr’d the Pleaftres of that night) 
When firft I fwam’ the Ford: while Cynthia's béanis 
Look’d pale, and trembled for me inthe ftreanis 
My. drooping Arms, in hopes they fhall at length 
- Imbrace thy neck; feel frefi fupplies-of ftrength. 
The wondring Waves .to their -riew Fuiy — 
Not Triton's fafter-plow the liquid Field. 

. Soon on the Temples Spire your, Torch J Got 
f | | Fixt like a Star-my,watry Courle, toguides _ 


. 4 
Ss Sa et Ce 


: | Which Planet-like ,- » fhoots vigour throw ” my 
Veins; ee ee f. 
: "The warmth of my: iiadads ton Guftains A 
' ‘Ih the cold Flood,, Lifes perifhing xemains.: 


But - 
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_ But now the gentleft Star that bleft my way, | 

Your bright felfon the Turret Ifarvey. 
Then with redoubled ftrokes the Waves divide, = 
And by my Hero am at katt defery’d: 
Scarce could your careful Confident reftrain, 
But you would plunge, and meet me inthe Main, 
“And made fo. fur your kind Endeavours good, *} 
That Ankle deepon the Fords brink you ftood ; > 
And feem’d the new ris’n Penus of the Flood. _ 

. The fhore now gain’d,to your. dear Arms T flew, | 


All dropping as I was with briny Dew ;: 
Nor prov'd for that a more unwelcome Gueft ;) 


_ Your warm lipto my bloudlefs cheek you'preft,> 


Your hafty Robes are ore my fhoulders thrown, 
To fhroud my fhivering Limbs you ftript your | 
F orgetting how your too officioas Care, re 3 
Left Thee {my tend'reft part) expos'd t toAir:- 


. . ‘The 
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The night, and we areconfcious to the raft, -. | 
Delights that ought not, cannot’ be expreft. 
We knew {hort fpace was toour pleafures.fer,. - 
And therefore lov’d not at the common rate.” 
But th’ utmoft Fury. of your-Flames ~~ ie 
‘The Mintites flew lefs faft-tlian we injoy’d: © 
With fuch. difpatch that nights dear Joys: we 


“fre acts 
Ce . -\ na 


wrought, fs 2 
| To recollect woitld make an Age of feinoghe:” a 
_At length the fickning Stars began r expire, ; 
"And I with them:am faramon’d to retires. 6... 
Confus‘dly. then we our Love-task ee : 
Ten thoofand kiffes in a Minute. fnatcht. oe. 
' Your Women chid that I fo jong delay'd, ee 
You preft ‘me clofe, then ask’d me why I flay’. 
My flay you firft reprovd, and then’ my hafte, - 
Nor cry’d Farewell ; tilLyou had chijyd me fait, 
4 


é4 OVID'’s EPISTLES. | 


Day broke e're we our Am’rons ftrife could end, 
Then fighing I to the cold Beach defcend, | (tte fhe 54 
Truft me , the Sea. from: your dear Coafts feems | 
And all the way methinks I climb thedeep. ~~ 
But when revifiting your thores, Ifeem - | 
Defcending ftill, and rather fall than{wim. 
{ loath my Native Soil, and only prize . cae 
That Region where my Loves dear: Treafure lies. 
Why isnot Seffos to Abydusjoyn’d?, - . 
Since we united are in heart ‘and mind. 
The fame our hopes, our fears, and our defires, — 
Love is our Life,. and one Love both infpires. | 
But ah! what Misries on that Love attend, . 
' Whofe Joys on humerous ‘Seas. aa Winds de- . 
i by. their quarrel Jofe, . forced to ‘delay. ars 
My tender ‘Vifit, ‘tut they end thé Fray. 
"When firft I ctoft the Gulph, the Dolphins gaz’, . 
| The Sea-Nymphs fled, the 7rétons were amazd. 
But | 


| 
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i But now no more I feem a Prodigy, Fee 
, But pals for an Tnhabitant O hr Sed. 
; Arid fince my paflage i is by Storms withftood, 
I'm nightly mitt by th’ Brothers of the Flood. 
Oft have I curft the tedious way, but oh! 
I with in Vain that tedious paflage i flow. 
Yield mie againi, kind F loods, my tiréfome' way, A 
: Twas never half fo tirefome as my Stay: 7 
Mutt then my Halcyon Love all Winter feep 
And ne’r launch forth into a troubled Deep?” es 
- Muft I defitt: my Homage to. perforni, 
. And feulk at homé for ev’ ry peevith Storm: Sake 
If thus the Summer Gutts detain my courfe, = 
. How fhall I throu gh the Winter Surges force? 2 
Abferice ev’n then ‘I fhall not long faftain, es ; 
— But boldly plunge into the raging Main: 
: And if the {welling Floods not foon ‘ffwage, a 
I'l make my boafting good, and dare their rage. 


66 OVIDSE Sic! cal 


My vent rous feape Shalt it in your - Arms be bleft, 

Orif I’m loft, my. Anxious Love finds reft. 

The Waves at leaft will do my Corps the grace | 

To waft it tomy wonted landing place: 

Or of its own accord the Amorous Clay, ae 

Will thither float, nor lofe fo known a way! Pe 

I guels your Kindnefs will ev'n then perform, | 

: To the cold Trunk, what you were wont when | 
| Warm ; a | | 

Your felf difimantling yo you will fhroud me 0 re, ) | 

And grieve to find your bofoms warmth no miore } | 

Have power, my vital fpirits to reftore. 

If this fad Fancy. difcompofe thy] Breaft, 

Think “twas but Fancy, and refume - reft. 


Invoke the Watry Pow’rs (thy Prayers. are 
Charms Mee: 

P awage the foun, and yield me to othy Arms. 

| _ But 


Fr. Beg 


LEANDER *MHERO. 67~ 


But when to your dear Manfion J arrive, - 
Loof ev'ry Wind, and let the‘Tempeft drive.” 
Twill give my flay pretenice, nor carl you chide, | 
Whilft Thunder pleads fo loudly on my fide. - 
Till then permit this Letter to fupply | 
The Author's place, and in thy Bofom lie. — 


! Lodgd i in thy Breaft, my Paffion ewill i imparty | 


And whifper i its fott Méetfage to thy Heart. . 


F 2 . HERO’ 


| 
HER Oss 
ANSWER 


“LEANDER. 


The fame Hand. 


KT ith fach delight I read your Letter o’re, 
. \ \ Your Prefence only could have giv’n 


me more. 


Excufe my Paffion if it foar above 


Your thought ; no Man can judge ofWomanslove. } 


With Bus’nefs you, or Pleafures may fuftain - 
The Pangs of Abfence, and divert the Pain. 


‘The 
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" "The Hills, the Vales, the Woods, and Streams 


are ftor’d . 
With Game, and Profit with Delight afford.” 
Whilft Gins for Béafts,and Snares for Fowl: youfet, 


You {mile, and your own amorous Chains forget. 


Ten thoufand helps’ befides effe&t your Cure,’ 
Whilft Womens fole Relief is to endure. | 

Or, -with my Confident Thold difcourfe, 
Debating what fhould interrupt your Courfe: 
Or viewing from aloft the troubled Tide, 


Mix in theFray, and with theTempeft chide, 
* Orin the Storms leaft Interval fufpect 


A 


— 


Your ftay, and almoft charge you with negle&. 


I feek your footfteps on the Sands‘in vain, — 
The Sands no more confe(S thee than the Main. 


. I watch th’ arriving Barks, and never fail — 


T’ 3 inquire of you, and write by every Sail. .:. 
“os ES ae “Sil 


re 
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> Still as the fetcing Sun reftores theN igtit, | 
in Light to me more welcome than the Night) 
— T fix my flaming Torchto Buide: my Love, > -. a 
Nor fhines there any friendlier Star above. | 
Then with my Work or Beok the time I cheat; 
And’midft the Task Leander’s Name repeat... 
_ My wedded Thoughts no other Theme purfue, 
T talk a hundred thisigs — but all of you. - . | 
-Whatthink’(t thou, Nurfe,does my Leander come? | 
Or waits he till his Parents fleep at home? «- ; 
| For he is forc'd to fteal his Paflage there, 
As nightly: we by ftealth admit him here, | 
Think’tt Thou that now he trips him in the Bay, 
_ Or isalready phung’d, and on his way’ > 
Whitt the: poor Soul with tedious watching fpent, 
Makes half Replies, and Nodding gives Affent. 
— Yetcannot I the finalleft paule allow, | 
But cry, he is launchid f sole for certain now... 

oe _ Then 


a) 


' 
. 


Ae fhroud you then my fhoulders T diveft, 


A Lover need not be infornird the Rett 


™ 
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ete 0 ene temenene » on om -aag 


Then’ evry Moment throught the Wiridow Peeps 7 


With greedy Byes: examin all the Deeps 


And whifper to thie Flodds a ‘tender Prayer a 
In your behalf, as if I py. you there. | 
Or to beguile my Griefs my ‘Ear incline, ee 


And take each gentle Breezes Voice for Thine: 


, At lat furprid d.with flep in Dreams I gain 


That Blis for whiich I wak’d {6 long in vain. | 


And clafp : you fhivering to nty ‘warmer Breatt, 


Thefe Pleafures oft my ‘urn ring thought im: | 

ploy, : ae See a APs - - ; 
But fil th’are Dreams, and yield no folid J oy. 
Tho’ nei re fo lively the fruition be, 


To fil my y Bliss I ntntt fave: very” Thee 


At prefent I confels the Seas are rough, 


But were laft Night compos’d, and calm enough; 


F 4. Why 
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Why did you then my longing hopes delay? 
Why difappoint me with a total {tay 2 7 

Is it your Fear that makes my Withes vain? 

When rougher; you have oft ingag’d the Main ; ; 

If it be Fear, that friendly Fear retain. 

Nor vifit me‘till you fecurely may; 

Your danger: would afflict me-morethan flay. . 

Dread every Guft that: blows, But oh! ! my Mind 

Migives, left: you prove various as. that Wind. 

Ike ere you change, your Error fecret keep, . 

And i in bleft Ignorance permit me fleep. | 

Not that I am inform’d y’ are chang’d at all, 

But abfent Lovers fear what e’re may fall. 

Detaind by th’F loods, your ftay I will not blame; 

But lefs I dread the Floods than fome new Flame. 

_ Be hufht ye Winds, ye raging | Billows flee, , 
And yield my Love fafe paflage through the deep. 

: Bleft 


al 


| “The Crickets too of your arrival warn, 
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Bjeft fign, the Taper {parkles whilft I pray, . 


A Gueft 7 th’ Flame! Leander's on his way! a 
Our Houfhold. Altar yields propitious figns,. .. 
F rom which my Nurfe your fwift approach di- 
 ( vines. 
And fay our number fhall increafe ere Mori. 


Come gentle Youth, and with thy prefence make, 


. The glad Conjecturs: true 5 the Day will break, - 
And marr our blifs, ‘prevent the haftning Morn ; 3 


To me and Loves forfaken Joys. return. 


My Bed without Thee will afford no Reft, | 
There is no Pillow like Leander s Breatt. 

Doft thou fates the time will be too fhort? . 
Or wane't thon ftrength th adventure to fu pport? > 
If this detain thee, Oh! no longer flay, 
I'll plunge and meet Thee i in the Flood halt w ry, 


| Thusi in the verdant Waves our Flames fall meet,, 


And danger make the foft imbrace more. fweet. - 
Our 


‘ . , s , “a 
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Our Love's our own,which yet we take by ftealth, 
Like Midnight Mifets from their hidden Wealth 
Twit Decency and Love unhappy made, 
whilf Fame, forbids what our Defires perfwatte. 
How art Thou nightly fnateh ‘'d from: me away? F 
To dare the Flood when Sailers keep. the Bay. 
Ye be advis'd thou Conqueror of the Tide, 
Nor jn thy youth fall Strerigth, fo fimch confide: 
| Think not thine Ars can more than Oars prevail 
_ Nor dare. to Swim when Pilots fear to Sail” 
> With much Regret I cautioufly petfradey, a 
And alnioft with my Counfel difobey ‘d. | 
Yet w ‘hen tothe rough Maiit my Eyes I turn, 
Methinks I never can enough: forew arn. ay | 
Nor does’ my aft Night Vifion lef affright, : 
(Tho expiated with many a Sacted Rite, ) a 
A fporting Dolphin, w hilt the Flood retird, 
Ly hid ? th’ Odze, and on the Beach expir'd. . 
| | What 
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ween, q7+--- 


What chetheDrent portend, as yet relido 
In the fafe Porf,: nor tut the ingonitang Tide. 


ae 


“Reere- 


The Storm (too fierce to laft) will foon decay, 
‘Then 1 with redoubled f peed redeem — fay. . 
Tilk then, - thefe fhects fome pledkinrem may impart, 


They bring what moft you pr ize , ‘your Fler 05 | 
__ heart. ; ‘ 7 es a a a 2 


LAODAMIA | 


+ oe : 


LAODAMIA 


PROTESILAUS. | 
, BY ore 


THO FLATMAN, oo 


- The ARGU MENT. 


Protefilaus lying Windbound at Aulis, in the Gre- 
cian Fleet , defign’d for, the Trojax War , his 
Wife Laodamia “ends this pam Epitle to 


iim. 


*Ealth to the gentle Man of War, and may 
What Laodamia fends, the Gods conv ey. 
7 The Wind that ftill in efucis. holds my Dear, | 
Why was it not fo crofs to keep Him here 3 = 
Let 


. 


~~ 
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~ 


‘Let the Wind raifé an Hurricane at Sea, . 


Were he but fafe and warm afhore withme. 5. 
Ten thoufand kiffes I hadmore to give him, , him: 
Ten thoufand cautions, and foft words to leave 
In hafte he left me, famman’d by the Wind, . 


( The Wind to barbarous Mariners onely kind.) 


The Seaman’s pleafure, is the Lover’s pain, 


( Protefilaus from my bofom tane!) 


_ As from my faultring tongue half {peeches fell, . 


A merry Gale (at Sea they call it fo) 


( Scarce could I'{peak that wounding word Fare- 
— pm 


Filld every Sail withjoy, my Breaft with wo, . 


‘There went my dear Protefilaus;—— . 


While I could fee Thee, full of eager pain, 
My'greedy eyes epicuriz’d on Thine, 


When Thee no more, but thy fpread Sails I view, | 
_ T look’d, and look ‘4, “till I had Jost them too; 


. But 


98: O VIDs. EPISTLES. . 


| But when nor Thee, nor them.] coulddefery, 
And all-was Sea that came within my eye, Sees 
They fay (for I have quite forgot) they fay aa 
f ftraight grew pale, and fainted quiteaway; . 
Compaffionate Iphicias, and the good old man, 
My Mother toa to rriy affiftance ran; 
In hafte cald Water on my Face they threw, . 7 
And brought sme to my felf with much. ado,;. .. 
They meant it well, tome it feem’d not.fo, : 
_ Much kinder had they been to let ‘nie go; 

My anguith with my Soul together came, . | 
' Andin my heart burft out the forrtier flame: 
Since which, my uncomb’d locks unheeded flow, 
Undreft, forlorn, I care nothowI'goz. <2... 
Infpir’d with Wine,. thus Becchusfrolick rout © 
Stagger'd of old, aud ftraggled all about. ©... 
Put on, Pat on; the happy Ladies fay, a oe 
Thy Royal Robes fair Laodamia. 


. 
°. 
————— es 2 eens 
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Alas! before Zroy’s Walls my Dear does lie, ; 
What pleafure can I take in Lyrian dy? | <3 
Shall Curles adorn my head, an Helmet thine? 


Tin bright Tiffues, thou in Armour fhine? oy 
Rather with ftudied negligence Ill be 


Of a place where thou fhalt fight for fame. 


As ill, if not difguifed : worfe than, Thee. 
Oo Paris! rais'd by ruins! may 1 thou prove, 
As fatal in thy War, asin thy Love! ] 


Oo that the Grectan Dame had been lefs fair, 
Or thou lefs lovely hadft appear'd to Her! . 


O Menelaus ! timely ceafe to ftrive,.. 


With how much bloud wilt thou thy lof retrieve? 


From me, ye Gods, avert your heavy. doom, . 


And bring my Dear, laden with Laurels home. 


But my heart fails me, W hen! think of War, i 
The fad reflection cotts me many a tear: 


I tremble when. I hear the very name - is me 


Befides | 
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Befides th’ adventurous Ravifber well knew 
The fafeft Arts his Villany to purfue; 
In-noble drefs he did her heart furprize, : 
With gold he dazled her unguarded Eyes, - 
He back’d his Rape with Ships and armed Men, 
Thus {torm’d, thus took the beauteous Fortrefs in. 
Againft the power of Loveand force of Arms 
There’s no fecu rity in the brighteft Charms. 
| Flector ¥ fear, much do I Heélor fear, 

A man (they fay) experienc’d i in War. 7 
_ MyDear, if thou haft any love for me, 
Of that fame Hedfor prithee mindfull be, 
Fly: him be fure, and every other Foe, ; 
Left cach of them fhould prove an Hettor too. 
Remember, when for fight thou fhalt prepare, 
‘Thy Laodamia charp’d thee, Have a care, 
For what wounds thou receiv’ft, are giv’n to her. 

a ns (3 
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Tf by thy valour Zroy muft ruin’d be, | 
‘May not the ruin leave one {car on thee ; 
Sharer in th’ honour from. the danger free ! | 
Let Menclaus fight, and force his way 
-. "Through the falfe RavifBer’s Troops to his Felons 
. Great be his Vidtory, as his Caufe 1S good, ae 
May he fwim to her:in his Enemies blood, ~~ 
Thy Cafe is different. —-may’ft-thou live toe’ 
(Deareft) no other' Combatant. but me! —_ 
Ye generous 7 rojans, turn your Swords away } 
From his dear Breaft, fihd out'a nobler prey, 
Why fhould you harmlefs Laodamia flay ? 
My poor good naturd Man did’ néver know 
What, *tis to 0 fight, ‘or how 1 to: Rice a bai 
| Great i is his Prowefs and his Fortune too; 
Let them: ‘6° fight, who know not how't to woe.) - 
; a GC va a : Now 
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“Now! mike own, 1 fear'd ta let thee.go, 

My trembling, lips had almoft told thes fo... 
When from thy Father’s Houfe thou didft. with. 
Thy fatal {tumble at the door I faw,. Sint 


- T faw it, figh'd, and pray’d the fign might be 


— Of thy returna happy Prophecy! _ 
~ T cannot but acquaint thee with my fear, . 
Be not too brave,- Remember, ~ .. Have 3 as 4 
And all my dreads. will vanifh int Aix. 
Among theGrecians fome one muft be found 
That firft fhall fet his foot on Trojan ground ; 
- Unhappy ‘the that fhall his lof bewail, 
Grant, O ye Gods, thy courage then may fai 
Of all the Ships, be thine the very laft,: - 
Thou the laft man that lands 5 there, needs. no 
 hpftes | 
‘To meet a potent, ok a sieedaian font. 
Fhou'lt land I fear too foon, tho’ ne're fo rem 
| At 


/ 
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At — Return = every Sail and Oar, 
And nimbly leap on thy deferted fhore. 

All the day long, and all the lonely night 
Black thoughts of chee my anxious Soul affrig)it: 
Darknefs, to other Womens pleafures kind, 

Augments, like Hell, the torments of my mind. | 
‘T tourt cea Dreams, on my forfaken Bed, 

Falfe Joys muft ferve, fince all my true are fled. 
What's that fame aiery Phantom fo like thee! | 
What wailings do I hear, what palenefs fee } 

I wake, and hug my felf, ’ tis but 4Dream.— 
The Grecian Altars know I feed their flame, 

The want of hallow’d, Wine my tears fapply, . 
Which make the facred fire burn bright and high. 
When hall I clafp thee in thefe Arms of mine, 

Thefe longing Arms, and lie diffolv'd in thine? 
When shalt I have thee by thy felfalone, 
; ‘Ta kearn the wondrous Actions thou haft done? 
. | G2. Which 
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- Which when in rapturous words thou haft begun 
With many, “and many a kifs, prithee tellon, 
Such interruptions gracefull paufesare, . 
A Kifs in Story’s but an Halt in War. 

But, when I think of Troy, of winds and waves, 
I fear the pleafant dream my hope deceives: 

a: Contrary winds in Port detain thee too, = | 
In fpite of wind ‘and tide why wouldft thou go? 
Thus, to thy Country thou wouldit hardly come, 

In fpite of wind andtide thou went ft from home. | 
To his own City Neprune ftops the way, | 

Revere the Omen, and the God's obey. 7 


Return ye furious Grecians, homeward fly, — | 

Your {lay is not of Chance, but Deftiny ea? 

How can your Arms expect defir'd fuccefs,- ; 

That thus contend for an Adulterefs 2 

But, let not me forefpeak you, no, —fet Sail, ie 
And Heav’n befriend you with a profperous gale! | 
= | Ye 
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Ye Trojans | with regret methinks I fee 
Your firft encquater with your Enemy ; 
; I fee fair Helen put on all her Charms, | 
To buckle on her lufty: Bridegroom’s Arms; - 
She gives him Arms, and kiffes fhe receives, . 
| (I hate the tranfports eich to other IVES. on 
She leads him forth, andthe commands him come 
Safely victorious, and triumphant home, - 7 
| And he.(-no. doubt): will make no nice delay, = 
But diligently do. whate're the fay ; ms 
Now hereturns !_—fee with what amorous fj peed) 
She takes the pond’roits Helmet from his head, 
And courts the weary Champion to her bed. 

| We Winsen, too too credulous alas! 

Think what we fear, will furely come to afi. 

¥et, while before the Leagure thou doft ic, 

Thy Pitture i is fome _— to my Eye, 
a Gz That, 
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That, J carefs in words mott kind and free, 
And lodge i it on my Breaft, as I would Thee; ~ 
There muft be fomething in it more.than. Art, — 


’ 'werevery Thee, could it thy mind inipart 5 | 


I kifs the pretty dol, andcomplain,. 2° | 
As if (like Thee)-’t would anfwer me again’! . - 
: By thy return, by thy dear Self, Efwear,: - ’ 
B y our Loves Vows, which onattxelgions ‘are, .. 


By thy belovedMead, and théfe gray. Hain (~/_. 


_ Which Time may on it Snow: in future years;. . 
Ff come, where ere thy F ate fhall bid Thee gy. 7y 
Fternal Partner of thy weal and woe, sro} 
Bo Thou but live, tho’ all the God's — wd 
_ Farewel, but prethéevery carelill be! . 
Of he beloved Solf (I. mean} of 3 
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PHILLIS to DEMOPHOON. 


M. ED FLOYD. | 


:-—~ 
a 


. The ARGUMENT. . , , 
Demophoon, the Son of Thefeus and Phiedra, re — 
_ turning from the Trojan Wars; was by adverfe 

| Wiads drivin om the Thracian Shore, where he 
, was Royally entertained, and received ‘into fa- 
—-miliarity by Phillis, Daughter of Lycurgus gad 
- Cruftumena, Xing and Queen of Thrace; with 
whom , ufter be had a while réniaind, bearing 
of the: death of Mneftheus (the Depofer of 
his Father ) he went t6 iaké poffeffion of bis 
- teen Redlm of Athens ,° yer with earweft pro 
_ teftations Z, returning within the Space of one 
Dtoith. . But being detain d papt the appointed 
time by the diftractions. his People‘ were under, 
he gavé occafton to Phillis (impatient of delays) 
«to write him this Epifile, 2... 


SOY: (who entertin'd thy Love and Thee, 
XR Fait tei Deshiphoon ) ‘Blanes thy. Perjury: 
“ oa . G 4. : ms How 
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How when with pain we parted didftchou mourn, 


And (eem’dft to live alone for thy return fot 
How didft thou limit my, diftrets, and fwear 


- Within one month thy fpeedy, prefeqce here |, pos 


Yet now four Moons are weary'd out, and a 
Thee ftill regardlefs of thy Vows and 1 me. | 


Hadtt thou a tender fenfe to know the Lol | 7 i. 


Of abfent Lovers, who expect j in vain, . go 

Thon would not call me hafty, nor ‘up ) a a 
Thefe hurable murmurs of a Wife betray'd,. | 
We’ re: flow.i in our believing, Ills, for 1, 

| Flatter’d my felf that yet T fhou’d. not dig 

‘My f felf I've oft deluded, thought thee kind 


. —~ Thy Ship returning with a profprouswind: ad 


| rf hefeus’ ve curft, and yet unjuftly him, : | 
~' For thou perhaps art Author of thy Crime. 


| The dang’rous fhoals of Hebrus made me mourn, 


AS faneying thee export in Ay return, 
| : — » Oft 


= Say 
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Of for thy health I've fought the Gods by pray’r, 

And 'Incenfe burnt to place thee in their care, | 

When ere the Wind ftood fair, I fancy’d ftraight 

Thy fudden prefence, or thy certain fate. | 

Thén have I ftudy'd reafons for thy flay, | 

And urg’d my wit to favour thy delay: - 

Yet doft not thou the fenfe of Vows retain, 

To Gods, and me, made equally in vain. 

Thy ftridteft Vows did mix with common Air, 

Nor does thy. tardy Fleet the fault repair, 

‘Thy abfence fully does my Crime reprove, 

And feems defign’d to pay fo cheap a Love. 7 

My only fault was loving eafily, 

And yet. that fault claims prcii in Thee. | 

Where’s now thy faith; — -thy fappine handy 

and where Cte 

soe propa by thy lacs pray’ rh | 

Where’ S. 
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Where's A’ymew now that Should 6ur heats uit, 
Blefs and fecuré our conjugaldelight> = 
- Firlt, by the Sea thou fort thy meaning juft, 
The Sea that theh thou wereabout éo'truft: 
Thou fwor'tt by thy pretended Graridfie’sname 
The God that does tébellious ftortns retlaith : 
By Venus and by Love's Artillery, 
The Inftrumertts of mighty woes td me: 
By and, who of Marriage Vows takes care, 
"And Cerés, who the Hallow'd Toich does bear: 
“Shou'd thefe ee Pow'ts be ie coutdet thou 
——withftand bee 
‘The angry ftroke. ofa ah Almighty find a 
Thy Ships] did repair, thy Sails improve; = 
| “And ftrengthen'd the deferter of my Love, 
I pave thee Oars as Inftruments of fpeed, . 
Ani taper all the darts by whieh £ bleed. - 


ae Thy. 
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Thy Words, dah Kindred Gods — ihe cre 
‘was fain’d , 
With Joy I heard, with Faith f cittertain’d: - 
view’ d with regard thy falfe cofnmandert t tears, | : | 
Thy artfull forrow, and thy feeming fears... 
Thy Artsof Love to ine thou might have fpard, | 
For'I was too unhappily prepar'd. | —_ 
Nor thou'd I grieve to have well treated Thee, 
And limited 1 ty Kofpitality, , 
But to -admit thee loofely to my brtat, 
Is 'Treafon’; fatal to my prefent reft. 
Ah! had i dy'd before that evening came, : 3 
T then tad-dy'd in peace, fecure Uf farnie; -: 2 . 7 
Yielding I hop'd thy gratitude might move,” 
‘And thewisit mine, deferve chy uthott hive, > 
But 'tis inglorious thus to have a ae 
€ All pittitets )% iil loving Maid: 
oe eS .. “AMatd 


And drawnpy harnefs'd Tygres, rides in flate. 
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A Maid that lov'd thee thou haft tob'd of fame, 
And may no greater honour reach thy name. 
In Athens when thy Statue hall be placd — 


| Near thy great Father with his Trophies sracd : 


‘When Scyron and. Procruftes fhall be read, . | 
Scinis and Minotaure is triumph lead: 

Z nebes quite reduc’d, the Centaure’s overcome, 
Hell ftorm’d,and thebiack King difturb’d at home, 
Thy hated Image thus in{erib’d fhall End, —— -'-. 
— He who betray 'd his Miftrefs and. his Friend. 


*. Of all thy mighty Father has atchiev'd, | 2 


Thou lik’t that Ariadne was deceiy'd: 
What he repented, thou doft {till admire, 
_And only to his treachery art Heir: 
“(Unenyid) the enjoys anobler Mate, 


The 7) hracian swhom. I fcorn'd,now’ fhun my bed, 
an ong by range polluted hands miffed: 


Says 


caea ames re Or "were 
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Says. one, ‘fet learned Athens te her place, | 
Some nobler Hand fhall govern warlike Thrace. 


The End proves all — and may he never hit : 


His rath prefage, who dares condemn thee yet, 
For fhou'dit thou now return, each will conclude 
I ftudy’d with my own my Country's good : 
I've faifd,alas ! Thou no review doft make. 
Or of my Palace or the Cryftal-Lake. 
My eyes retain thy gracefull Image, when - 
With mournful Bows thou bad'ft me hope agen. | 
Thou did’it imbrace me, and withfuchdelay,: 
That long breath’d kiffes feem‘d tq mean thy ftay; 
Thou did't exchange,and mix our tears,and{wear 
The Wind was inaufpicious, when ’twas fairs — | 
When our divorce thou cou’dft no more decline, 
Thou faid'tt, Exped! me — Phillis, Zam thine: 
Him I expect, who meant to come no more, - 
And Ships no more defign’d to touch:his fhore: | 
 Xet 


a ~ 
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Yet ftill I hope—ah! come, tho’ paff thy time, 
That. thy delay may bethy only Crime, 
Some wanton Maid ( perhaps) feduces Thee, 


And buys thy love with cheap di(courfe of mies 


Thou can’ft not be unmindfull who 1 am, 


- Confult thy felf for my negle&ed name; 


_ Philis thy Conflant, hofpitable Friend, _ 
Who did her harbour and affiftance lend: 
‘Love, Empire, All fubmitted to thy will, 

Who gave thee much, and wih’d to give thee ftilk 

- Lycurgu’s Land farrender'd to thy fway, 

. And to thy Hand its Scepter did- convey, — 

“Asfar as Rhadpe and. Hamus go, 
And the foft ftreams of facred Februs flow.; | 
Thee my laft bluthesbleft, thy loves long toils: 
Rewarded with my conquer’d Virgin Spoils. | 7 

The howlin gFiends and ominous Birds of Night : 

With difmal notes oe deachNuptiq! Rite: | 

| With 


Load 
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With her gue I'd Snakes the fier ce Aletta came, 
To. light our’ Tapers with mfernal flame. — 
~ On Rocks Iwalk ~ and ore the barren Sand, __ 
Far asmy Eyes can reach the fpacious Strand ;. 

Look out 9H hours to fee what Wind ftands fair, 

” -By Earths cold damp untir’d, or Heav'ns bleak aire 
When any diftant Sail I chance tofpy, -_ | 
-T fancy thy loofe Sereamers drawing nigh ; 
Launch’d into Sea,the tardy Gales I chide, __ 
And to meet thee I ftem th’impetuous Tides 
When their approach. declares my hopes are vin 
I fainting crave th’ affiftence of my Train. . 
Above the Bay, which the fpent Billows Blocks, 
And form’s a Precipice of pendent Rocks, 
Thence my defpair prefented mea grave, 
And nought but thy return my life fhall fave. | 
May fome kind Wave to thy own Shore convey, | 
And at thy feet thy floating PAidis lay, 
| a Thy 
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Thy melting heart this difmal found will groan, 
In thefe Imbraces joyn’d, we meet too foon— 
— Oft have I thirfted for a pois’nous draught, | 
As oft a death from fome kind Poniard fought 5. 
-Oft round that neck a filken Twine I caft, = 
‘Which once thy dear perfidious Arms imbrac d. 
By death I'l heal my prefent Infamy, | 
But ftay to choofe the fpeedieft way to die. -_ 
This fad short Epitaph fhall fpeak my doom, 
And fix my mournfull {tory on my Tomb, 
This Monument did falfe Demophoon build, 
With the cold Afhes of his Miftrefifil'd ; 
Fe was the caufe, and bers the hand that kid. , 


A PARA. 


(on) 
* OENONE. 


Mr. JOHN COOPER, 


The ARGUMENT. 


Hecuba Leing with Child of Paris, dreamd fhe 
was delivered of a Firebrand, Priam confultin 
the Prophets, was anfwerd the Child fhoxd be 

the Caufe of the Deftruction Z Troy, wherefore 
Priam commanded it fhould be deliver'd to wild 
 Beafts as foon as born ; but Hecuba conveys it” 
Secretly to Mount \da, there to be fofter’d by 
the Shepherds, where he falls in love with the 
Nymph OkEnone , hut at length being know 
and ownd, he fails into Greece , and carries 
Helen to Troy, which OEnone hearing, writes 
him this Epiftle. — a 


R Ead this,(if your new Bride will fuffer) read; 
a. And no upraidings from Jycea dread. 


aa , HH Only 


“ 
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- Only OE neue tere does of her fwain | 
(If he will let her call him hers) comphain. _— 
What God has robb’d me of your love and you?. 
Or from what Crime of mine proceeds my woe? 
Misfortunes when deferv'd we may endure, 
But when unjuftly born, can find no Cure.” 
Tho’ now a Prince, not yet fo great you was, 
When a fam’d Nymph I ftoopd to your imbrace: 
A Slave you was ( forgive what I have faid ) 
- Slave as you was, I took you'to my Bed.. 
Often, amidtt your Flocks, beneath foine fhade 
~ OnLeaves and Flow’rs we Amoroufly were laid. 
As oft, upon the Straw our joys we prov’d 
In fome low fhed from Winter ftorms remov’d. | 
‘When you rofe up to Hunt, I fhew'd you game, | 
Surpris‘d the Infant favage and his Dam, 
Companion of your fports the tails did place, | | 
And chear’d the fwift pac’d Hounds upon the chafe. 
—_- oo ——-Uporm 
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Upon the Trees your fickle carv’d my name, 
And ev ry Beach is con{cious of your flame. 
Well i remember that tall Poplar Tree, 
(ItsTrunk is filld, and with Records of me) - 
Which, may it live ! on the Brooks margin fet, 
Has on it’s knotty Bark théfe Verfes writ: | 
When Paris lives not to OB none true, | 
Back Xavthus ftreams fhall to their fouritains flow. 
Turn! Turn ye ftreams! and Xanthus backwards . 
The faithlefs Paris has forgot his Vow. (B00! 

Calm was our love, bleft with delightfull = 

' ‘Till a black ftorm o ‘rcatt my formi¢r peace, 
When the three Heav'nly Beauties bleft thine eves, 
Defign’d Thee Umpire to beftow the prize. 
As from your mouth the fatal Story came, | 
A {wit cold trembling fhot through all m y frame. 
To Ancient Sages my jirft doubts I bear, 
And a conclude fome dreadfull mifchief near.. 

. | | H. 2 Now 


yoo OVID's EPISTLES.. 


‘Now the talfPines into {trong Barks you fhape, 

Which {weep the furface of the yielding deep. | 
From your fwoln Eyes the Tears at parting crept, 

; Deny it not, nor be afham’d you wept: 3 | 
(Your Love was then no injury to yourFame; fs 

You daily burn in.a more fhamefulll flame. ) 

You wept, and on my Eyes you gazing {tood, 

Whofe falling Tears increas'd the briny Floud. — 

About my Neck your wreathing Arms you flung, 

Clofer than Vines to their lov'd Elms you clung, 

When for your flay you did the Tempetts blame; 

How oft they laugh'd who knew the Ocean calm! 

‘ Midtt thoufand Kiffes, when you’d bid farewell, 

Scarce could your tongue the fatal meflage tell. 

| You are embarqu’d: againtt your Gally’s fide | 

‘The plying Oars beat up the foaming Tide: 

Till hurty'd from my fight, ‘your Ships T view, 

Then ail Salt Tears the parched Sans bedew. 


Soon, 
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Soon, ye Sea Gods, again foon may hecome 

a fondly pray’d) ‘bar ts my ruin foon. — 

' ‘The Gods my withes do fuccefsfull make, = Y 
But all, alas! ! for that curft Strumpets fake, } 
My Pray'rs into anothers Arms have broug 

you back. : aS | 
A vaft high Rock there is, whofe craggy fides 
Suftain the fury of incroaching Tides. 

Your Sails hence fpy’d I hardly could delay, 

: Plung'd in the deep, to meet you by theway;. 
When one faw, while athort paufe I made,-- 
‘Upon the Deck in-glorious Purple clad : | 
Gods ! how I fhook! fear did my Soul poffefs 
With horror to behold th’ ynufual drefs. 

As nearer to the fhare your Veffel came, : 

. I fpy'd, O blafting fight! the charming Dame ;. 
Nay. more, —her wanton head. ( into the Sea |. 
il lap T not >) upon your Bofom lay: _- 

* H3 a Twas 
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- Twas then I beat my Breaft, and toze ayy Wait, | 
With all the fymptomes of a deep defpaiy, - | 
| filfd the air with my diftratedcrys, | 
And /da’s Mouat refounded with tha Noife, - 
Theace with dire imprecations [I remoy'd 
 Untothofe confcious Caves where’ ence we lov‘d. 
- Hearme, ye Gods! may the curft Hirbu ba 
As wretched full ag fhe has rerider'd me; 
May the complain of falfeand braken Vows, 
And pine, like me, fora regardlefs Sponfe. 
- Now they-do charm who from their Husbands fly, 
| And the wide Qcean plow, to:follow. thie ae 
 - When a poor Shepherd'a fall Flock aed 
Then I, and oaly:I, youchfaf'd 1 my Beds 
_ Nor think F fue to he in Courts adord, 
_And owndd the Daughter of alt dffa's Lords’ - 
The’ your great Parents: need not be-afbamid,. 
When mong their many. Children I am. am'd 
: A Scepter 
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A Scepter would not ill become this hand, 

So much I with and merit to command. 

Defpife me not becaule with you I hy, - 

And pafs'd,on new falPn leaves,the well fpent days 
For thy OBvone's worthy of a Bed _ 
Not. with Green leaves but gawdy Purple fpread. 
Safe you may fleep aind harmicfs in my Arms, 
Yourj joys uninterrupted with alrms;’ 


But with my Rival thus you mit not tive, 


For Greece in Arms demands the figitive, 


Ruts ig all the dowry the can give.. 
Ask your grave Friends, with plenty wifdor 


fraught , 


" Whom many years have much experience taught, 


Ask Sage Antenor, ac your aped Sire, 
If fhe's ta be reftot’d: whom they require 5 


 -Bafe nan! your Country for her fake deftroy'd, 
: Shame's on your part, and juftice on their fide. 


H 4 Or 
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Orcan you think that fhe will conftant prove. 

Who was foeafily intic’d to love ? 

When o once debauchd, our Sex for ever = 3 

In lawlefs fires; Vertue knows no return: 

| Difhoniour never gives. fecond blow ; 

And once a.Whore fhe will be ever fo. 

But her firm love that fcruple has remov'd, 

Vain man!: ev’n thus Azrides once fhe lov. 

Alone ‘he lies poor cred’'lous Cuckold now! - 

‘And does deplore what you e’rwhile muft do. 

~ Fool that he was to think the could be true! 

Happy Andromache ! who juftly art: - 

Poflefled of a firm and Loyal heart ! | 

A. Faith like hers thou haft beheld inme;; 

‘And Zettor’s Vertue fhould-have {hin’d in thee 5 

But thou art lighter than the faple(s Leaf, 

- Of which the Autumn blafts the Trees bereave; - 
| - oe “eecQr 3 
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Or than the ftalks of the well ripen’d Wheat - 
Made the Winds fport by the Sun’s parching heat, 
Well I remember what your Sifter faid, 
When the {trong God poflefs'd the furious Maid 3 
OEnone ceafe to plow up fruitlefs Lands, 
And fow. the Seed upon the barren Sands. 
The Grecian Heifer comes who reaps thy j joys, 
The bane of Trey and Priam’s ancient Houfe. 
She comes ! forbid it heav'n: and in the deep 
Now, Now. ye Gods fink down the guilty Ship; | 
Now is.the time to plunge it in the Floud, 
It brings deftruction and is fraught with bloud, 
She fajd : her people {natch’d her from my VIEW, _ 
As through the Woods full. of the God fhe flew, 
Too true fhe {poke! my jays that Heifer proves,) 
Does’ in my Groves and Flowry Meadows move, | 
‘And all:he-pleafant paftures of my. love. - - 

: — :  Faue 
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Fair tho’ the be, your Helen is a Whore. : 
Whomeach new facedraws from her Native thore. 
‘With 7hefew thus the falfe ineonftant fied ; 
‘But he wtouch'd reftor’d the fpotlefs Maid. 
Ah who-can Faith to the forg’d Story yield? 
His Veins with youthfull bloud and vigor filfd, 
_ A aver too! could ke his. joys forbear? 
And in poffeffion of his heavn defpair> 
Mifcall noe ehus her ready flight «Rape, 
Her wicked folf contriv’d the wiftrtefeape. 
But I, falfeas you are, have kepe my Vows, | 
‘Tho’ your exaraple would my Crimes exrufe. ° 
. Long time I vd a ‘Fenantof the Groves, 
~ The common object of the Saayr’s Joves, - 
_ Me, Faanus too, who o'r the Maustains fled, 
"—-Purfard, with Leafy Chaplets on his heads 
~ And Phebus, who, but with much force, obtairt 
. Fhat blifs for which the reft i in vain complain’d. | 
| | T tor 


— 
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I tore my hair, while sy folt Limbs he prt, 


And that curft face for whieh I was difgeed, 


No fordic racanmnperies of wealth I fought. 
That Creaqure’s: mean whafe love is to. be boughe. 
But me the gratefull God with knowledge ftor'd, 


- And the fame Gifts for which himfelf ’sador'd. 


For no one plant the fertil earth does yield, 


But in it’s Vertues Fam amply skiltd. — hase 
Wretch! of what ufe does thy vain knowledge - 
No drug alas! can cure the wounds of love. 
Not Phebus’s felf the Authour of our Art 


q Could: in this cafe guard his immortal heart : 


! 


In the alone muft my relief be found, 


Nought or from earth, or heav'n can cure und 
( woun 


My Paris can, and he muft pity fhow, 

To her who merits all he can beftow ; ~~~ 
For Iam yours, with you of old did pals, 
In childifh ‘innocence my Infant days ; . 


ite. ll 


“N 
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And I befeech you Gods to fix my doom, 

And give that bleffing to the time to coma. _ . 
__. Soin his Arms to whom my Youth I lent, 
_ Shall the remains of my bleft life be {pent. 


(109) - 


PARAPHRASE 
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Mrs. ABEHN. 


, fo) thee, dear Paris, Lord of my Defires, : 
T Once tender Partner of my fofteft F ires : 
To thee! erie, mine, whilft a Shepherds Swain, 
But now a Prince, that Title you difdain. 

| Oh 
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_ Oh fatal Pomp, that cou’d fo foon divide 
Wine Love, aad allour Vows fo firmly ty” 
| What God our Loves induttrious to destinies 
| Curft thee with power, and ruin’d my Content? 
-— Greatnels which does at beft but ill agree 


| 


With Love, fitch Diftance fers *twixt Thee and Me. |. 


Whilft thou a Prise, and Ia Shephendels, 
? raging Paffion can have no redrels. 


ou'd God, when firft I faw thee, thou hadf , 


| This Gieat , this Cruel , Cedelirated ching. 

That ‘without hope I — have gazd and 
bow ‘d, | 

And mixt my Adoration with the Crowd: 

‘Unwounded then I had efcap'd thofe Eyes, 

Thofe lovely Authors of my Miferiés. | 

Not that lefs Charms their fatal pow’r had drett 

But Fear and Awémy Love had then fuppreft: 
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My —oome Heart n no Flame had known, | 
But what Devotion pays to Gods alone. 
I might have wonder'd, and have wifht that He, 
- Whom Heaven fhou ‘d make 1 me love, might look 
like Thee. , | 
: More in a filly Nymph had been a fin, 
This had the height of my Prefumption been. 
But thoua Flock didft feed on Jda’s Phin, 
: And hadft no Title, but Zhe lovely Swain, 
_ ATitle! which more Virgin Hearts has won, 
; Than that of being own’d King Priam’s Son... — 
Whilft me a harmlefs Neighbouring Cottager’. 
- You faw, and did above the reft prefer. © 
You faw! and at firkt fight you lov'd me tdo, 
Nor cou’d I hide the wounds receiv'd from you. . 
, Meal the Village Herdfmen ftrove to gain, 
. For-methe Shepherds figh’d and fu'd in vain, s 
» Thou hadft my heartand they my colddifdain. 3 
a | — Not. 
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Not all their Offerings, Garlands, and firft bora 
of their lov'd Ewes, cou’d bribe my Native fcorn. 
My Love, like hidden Treafure long conceal'd, 
Cou'd only where’twas deftin’d, be revedl'd. 

And yet how long my Maiden bluthes {trove 
Not to betray the eafie new-born Lave. 

But at thy fight the kindling Fire wou'd rife, 

And I, unskilf'd, declare it at my Eyes. 

‘But oh the J oy! the mighty Ecitafy 

Pofieft thy Soul at this Difcovery. | 


Speechlefs, and panting at my feet you lay, ( fay ie 


And fhort-breath’d Sighs told what you cou'd not 


_A thoufand times my hand with Kiffes preit, 
And look’d fuch Darts, as none cou’d e’te refift. 
Silent we gaz’d and as my Eyes met thine, . — 
_ New Joy fill'd theirs, new Love and fhame filfd 
| You, faw the Fears my kind diforder fhows; 
And_broke your Silence with a thoufand Vows! . 


, 


Heavens 
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. Heavens, how you {wore ! by ev’ ry Pow’ r Divine - : 


You wou'd be ever true!. be ever mine! 

Each God, a facred witnefs you invoke, (br ae 
And wilh’ d their Curfe when ere thefe Vows you 
Quick to my Heart the perjur’d Accents ran, . ° 

Which I took i in, believ’d,. and. was undone. 

“ Vows are Loves poyfon’d Arrows, andthe heart 

So wounded, rarely finds a Cure in Art. - 

At leaft. this heart which Fate has deftin’d yours, 
This heart unpraétis’d in Loves myftick pow’rs, | 
For I am foft, and young as April F lowers. ) 

Now uncontrould we meet,uncheck’d im prove 

Fach happier Minute in new J oysof Love! 

Soft were our hours! and. lavithly the Dey 

We gave intirely up to Love, and Play, 

Oft to the coolitig Groves, our Flocks we led, -Yy 
And feated on foine fhaded, flowryBed, 
Watch'd the united Wantons as they fed. >) 
2 1 - And 
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And all the Day my lifvning Soul I hung 
Upon the charming Mufick of thy Tongue, 
And never thought the bleffed hours too long. 
No Swain, no God like thee cou'd ever move, — 
| Or had {o fot an Art in whifpering Love, be. 
No wonder. that thou wert Ally’d to Fove. : 
And when you pip’d, or fung, or dancd, or in : 
The God. appear din every Grace, and Look, 
| Pride of the Swains, and Glory of the Shades, 
| The Grief, and Joy of all the Love fick Maids. 
Thus whilft all hearts you ruld without Controul, | 
Treign’d the abfolute Monarch. of your Soul, 
Each Beach 1 my Name yet bears, carv'd out by 
Paris, asi -his OE none fill soil Tree; oe 
And as they grow, the Leteers larger fpread,. 
| Grow ale wine my Wrongs whea dead} 
| , Cloke | 
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Clofe by a fiterit filver Brook there grows 
: A Poplar, under whoft dear gloomy Boughs | 


Oh sire hs thon | grow! to an — sate. of 
Yeast ft 
Who on-thy Beatle this fatal Récord bearé; 
| When Paris to OEncne, proves utr, a how. 
> Back Xanthus Streams fhall to their Fountains — 
> Turn! turn your Tide! _—. to: your, Foutt- 
ting ran fo ot. ke ee 
- ‘The pefjur’d Swain from all his F sith is ial 
'' Curft be that day, may Fate point out the. — 
As Ominous int his black Kalender; « 
When Feaus, Pallas, and the Wife of Fove - 
Defcerided: ta thee ia the Mirtle Grove, = os 
In fhining Chariots drawa-by winged Clouds: 
z “Naked ‘they ea easite,: 16 Veil their Beauty throuds; 


Te Buf 


: | You in my Eyes the glimmering Light perceiv'd 
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But every Charm, and ats expos “a. to view, 
Left Heav'n to be furvey’d, and judgd by you. } 
To bribe thy. voice, Fano wou'd Crowns beftow, | 
‘Pallas more gratefully wou'd drefs thy Brow | 
With Wreaths of Wit! Venus propos’d the choice f 
Of all the faireft Greeks ! and had thy Voice. 
Crowns ; and. more glorious Wreaths thou didft |; 
 defpifé,: 
“And promis A Beauty more. than an Kpie prize! | 
This when you told,Gods! what'a killing fear) 
‘Did over all'my. fhivering Limbs appear ? | 
And I prefag’d fome ominous Change was near! | | 
The Blufhes left my Cheeks, from every part =|: 
The Blond ran {wit toguard my fainting heart. ; 


— Of parting Life, and on my pale Lips breath’d_ 
Such Vows, asall my Terrors undeceiv'd. 
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But foon the envying Gods difturb’d our Joys, . 
: Declare thee Great! and all myBlifsdeftroys! 
- And now the Fleet is Anchor'd in the Bay — 
‘ That mut to 7) rey the glorious Youth convey. « 
Heavens! how you look’d! and what a Godlike 
: At their firft Homage beautify’d your Face!" se 
Yet this no Wonder, or Amazement —_—, 
You ftill a Monarch were in Soul, andthought! a 
: Nor coud I tell which mott the. Sight. augments, _ 
: Your Joys of Pow’ ror parting Difcontents. (glide - 
You kitt the Tears which down my Cheeks did 
| And mingled yours with the foft falling Tide, . 
| And’twixt your Sighs a thoufand times you faid, 
: Céafe my OEnone! Céafe my charming Maid | a 
Uf Paris lives bis Native'Troy tofee, = 
| My lovely Nymph, thou fbalt a Princefs bel ..i 
But my Prophetick Fear no Faith allows, 
| My pestking Heart refifted all thy Vows, — 
ee Ab 
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Ab malt we. pacty V ery’d! thofe kiding words | 
No farther Language to ny Grief affords. a 
Trembling, I fe upon thy panting Brea |; 
| Which was with equal Love,and Grief oppreft,> | 
| Whilft fighs and looks, all dying {poke the ret, | 
' About thy Neck my feeble Arms I caft, 
Not Fines; nor Juy circle Elm fof. 
Toftay, What d dear Exeufes didft thou. frarne, | 
And fanciedit Tempetts when the Seas were calm? 
How oft the Winds contrary feignid te bes. x 
| When they als were only foto me! pee nS os 
How oft new Vows of lafting Faith you fwore, 
| Aid *cwixt yout Kifles allthe ofd rua ore? = 
| But now the witely. Grave, who Love dete, 
—( Themfelves: pat hope): de, bafily advite, Pes. 2 
Whifper Renews, add Glety jn thy Eaf,. (hear 
Language which Lovers gh -and Soesing ne're 
je gistis': Lure ites Pe | 


1 
| 
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For , roy they i Y thefe. — Weeds hy 
down, (Crown! 

Change ‘Crooks for Scepters f Garlands for a 

< But fare that Crown does far lefs eafie fir, 

. Than Wreaths of Flow’rs,lefs ; innocent and fiveet. 

‘Nor can thy Beds of State fo sratefall be, 

_ € As thofe of Mofs,and new fain Leaves with me! 

_ Now tow’rds the Beachwe go,and all the way’ 

The Groves, the aii dark Woods, and = 
furvey; . | 

That were fo often confcious to rs le | 

Of facred Love, in our dear ftol'n Delights. “e, 

With Eyes all languithing, each place you view; 


| And fighing ery, Adieu, dear Shades, Adieu! * 


Them twas tlty Soul een doubted which to doe, 
Reftfea Crow, or thofe deat Stadés forego t 
Gloty anid Love! the great difpmte purfu’d, 

But the Bae Idol ion the God fubdu'd. | 
: Iqg - And : 


‘ 
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And now on Board you go; and all the Sails bk 
Are loofned, to receive the flying Gales. | 
Whjlft I half dead on the forfaken Strand, 
Beheld thee fighing on the Deck to ftand, 


_ Wafting a thoufand Kiffes from thy Hand. — 


And whilft I coud the leflening Veffel i. 
if gaz'd, and fent a thoufand Sighs to theel 
And all the Sea-born Nereids implore. 
Quick to return thee to our Ruftick fhore. 
Now likeaGhoft I glide through evry Grove, 
Silent, and fad as Death, ‘about I rove, 
And vifit all our Treafuries of Love! 
This Shade th’account of thoufand J oys does hide, 
_. As.many more this murmuring Rivers fide, 
| Where the dear GraG,as facred, does retain 
|The print, where thee and J fo oft have fain. 
Upon t this Oak thy Pipe, and Garland’s plac'd, -- 
That Sycamore is with. hy Sheep-hook gracd, 
Bes | | Here 
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‘Here feed thy Flocks, once lov'd —— ou 


ee 


thy fcorn; — | 
Like me forfaken, and like’ me forlorn! © 

A Rock there is, from whence I cou’d furvey 
From far the blewith Shore, and diftant Sea, - 
Whofe hanging top with toyl I climb eachday, . ; 
With greedy View the profpect Lruno're, 
To fee what with’d for thips approach our ‘hore. 
One day all hopelefs on its point I ftood, 
And faw a Vefiel bounding o’re the Flood, 
And as.it nearer drew, I coud difcern 
Rich Purple Sails, Silk Cords, and Golden Stern; 


. Upon the Deck a Canopy was fpread a , - 
| 


¢ Curft be the fight) a fatal Beauty fate, 


Of Antique work in Gold and Silver made, 


Which mixdg with Sun-beams sdacling Light dif-t | ‘ 


| play'd, 
But oh! beneath this glorious Scene of State. 


And 
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And fondly you were on her Bofom lay’d, 
Whiltt with your perjur'd Lips her Fingers play’d; 
Wantonly curl'd and dally'd with that hair, — 

. OF which, as facred Charms, I Bracelets wear. 

_ Oh! hadft thou feen me then in that mad ftate, 
So ruin’'d, fo defign'd for Death and Fate, 

Fix'd ona Rock, whofe horrid Precipice: 

Tn hollow Murmurs wars with Angry Seas : 
Whilft the bleak Winds aloft my Garments bear,’ 
Ruffling my carelefs and difhevel'd hair, ° 

I look’d like the fad Seatue of Defpair. 

With out-ftreteh’d voice I cry’d, and allaround 
The Rocks and Hills my dire complaints refound. 
I rend my Garmients, tear my flattering Face, 
Whole falfe deluding Charts ry Ruirt was. a 
Mad as theSeas inStorms, I breath — 

Or Winds let — in cet Air. - 


- Resin 
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— onl Frantick through the Woods I fy, 
And Paris! lovely, faithlels, Paris; cry. 


| But when the Echos found thy Name again, 


I change to new variety of Pain. | 
For that dear name fuch;tendernefs infpires, 
As turns all Paffion. ta Loves fofter Fires: — 
With tears I fall to kiad Complaints again, 
So Tempetts are allay'd by Show’rs of Rain. 
Say, lovely Youth, why wou ‘dft thou thus betray | 
My eafie Faith, and lead my heart aftray? a 
It might fome humble Shepherds Choice have 
Had I that Tongue ne’re heard, thofe Eyes nese 
And in {ome homely Cott, in ow Repofe, . (Cleen. 
Livd undifturb’d with broken Vows and Oaths: | 
All day by thaded Springs my Floeks have kept, 
: And in fome-honeft Atmsat Night have flept. | 
‘Then unupbraided with my wrongs — been 
: Safe — sa fa of the fair Grecian Qacens. | 
| "What 
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What Stars do rule theGreat? no'fooner you _ 


Became a Prince, but you were Perjur’d too. — 


_ . Are Crowns and Falfhoods then confiftent things? : 


And muft they all be faithlefs who are Kings? 
The Gods be prais'd that J was humbly borri, 
Even tho’ it renders me my Paris fcorn. as 
And I had rather this way. wretched prove, 
’ Than be a Queen and faithlefs in my Love. © | 
Not my fair Rival wou'd I with to be, - 

To come prophan‘d by others J oysto thee. - 


7 A {potlefs Maid into thy Arms I brought, singe oe 


: | Untouch’d i in Fame, ev'n Innocent in thought. © 
whilft fhe with’ Love has treated many a Gueft, 
And brings thee but the leavingsof aFeaft:: | 
With Thefeus' from her Country. made Efeape, . 
Whittt fhe mifcalld the willing Flight, a a 
So now from Atreus Son, with thee is fled; 
_ And ftill:the Rape hides the Adultrous Deed.” ” 
aes) 7 ee | And 


OENONE to PARIS. 125 


' And is it thus Great Ladies keep intire. = : : 

‘That Vertue they fo boaft, and you admire? a 
Is this.a Trick of Courts, can Ravifhment ss: 
Serve for a poor Evafion of Confent? ae. oh 
Hard fhift to fave that Honour priz'd fo high, 
_ Whilft the mean Fraud’s the greater Infamy. | 
| How much more happy are we Rural Maids, - . 
- Who know no other Palaces than Shades: > 
Who want no Titles to inflave theCroud, a 
Left they fhou'd babble all our Crimes aloud. | ™ 

No Arts our good to fhow, our Illsto hide, _ 

Nor know to cover faults of Love. with Pride. 
_ Tlov’d, and all Loves Diétates did purfue, | 
| And never thought i it cou'd be Sir with you. 
‘Ta Gods, and Men, Idid my Love proclaim; — | 
| Forone foft hour with thee, my chatming Swain, ! 
—-Wou'd Recompence an Age to come of Shame, © 
Cov’ it as well but itis my Fame. 


¢ 


But 
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But oh! thofe tender hours are fled and loft, ~ 


And Ino more of Fame, or Thee can boatt! \ 
"Twas thou wert Honour, Glory, allto me: 
Till Swains had learn’d the Vice of Perju uty, oa 
No yielding Maids were charg’ d with Infamy. ) ( 
"Tis falfe and broken Vows make LoveaSin, | 
\ 


-Hadft thou been true, We innocent had been. 
But thou lefs faith than Autumn leaves dott thow, 
_ Which evry Blaft bears from their native Bough. | 
Lefs Weight, lefs Conftancy, inthee is one | 
Than in the flender mildew’d Ears of Corn. a 
Of. when: a Garlands wove to hase a? 


hair. - 


| Wheremyftick iacade Dazies mingled were, 
You fwore twas fitter Diadems to bears. - 4 
“And when with éager Kifles préft my harid,* 
Pave feid, F2bw well ean ‘twon'd command? 
Pon a. a | ete ~ Ag | 


. 
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t And jfI dancd — the Flow’ry Green, - _- | 
With charming, withing Eyes furvey my Miene,’S 

And cry! the Gods defign’d thee for 2 Queen! ) 

- Why then for Helen doft thou me forfake?.:. 

- Can a poor empty Name fuch difference make? : 

_Befides, if Love can be a Sin, thine’s one, 

_ Since Helew does to Menelaus belong. | 

 BeJutt, reftore her back, She’s none of thine, | 


. And, charming Paris, thou art only mine. 


"Tis no Ambitious Flame that makes mefue 
‘Tobe again belov'd, and bleft with you ; 
. No vain defire of being ally’d ta King, 
| Love is the only Dowry Ican bring, ; 


' And tender Love is all I ask again. e | 
~Whilt on her dang’ rous Smiles fierce War muft 


Wait 
Ww ith Fire and Vengeance at your Palace gate, 


Rouze 


— 
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Rouze your foft Slumbers with their rough 
And rudely fnatch you from her faithlefs Arms: 
Turn then fairFugitive, e're’tis. too late, 73 
Fre thy miftaken Love procures thy Fate; : Eo 
Ere a wrong’d Husband does thy Deathdefign, — 

And pierce that dear, that faithlefs Heart of thine 
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The ARGUMENT. 


Paris having faild to Sparta for the obtaining of 
‘Heleh, whom Venus Kid promifed him as thé 
reward of his adjudging the prize of Betuty to 

| her, was_nobly there entertain'd 4y Menelaus — 
‘Helens Husband ; but he being'calld Away to - 

. Clete, to take polfefion of what was left him by 
. 4s Grand father: Atreus , commends bis Gueft 
to the care. of his Wife. In his abfence Paris 

| coarts her, and writes to’ ber the following 


A LE heath, fair Nymph, thy Paris fends 
Fho’ ¥ou;:ang.brily You: can give me 


a 
baad 


re -w 
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Shall then fea e is it need 6 grown 
To fell 4 Paftion that it felf has. thown ? 2 

Do’s not my Love it felftoa open lay. 
And all I thinkin all T do betity? 

fin not, oh! may it {till in fecret lie, 

Till time with our kind withes thall comply, 
| Till all our joys miay to us come fineert | 


. ‘Nor Tole their price by dl the allay of fear. © °° 


In vain I ftrive § 5 who cari hat fire conceal 
Which do sit fly its own Light reveal? 

But if you needs would hear my remblig 0 tongue 
Speak what my’ ations bave declar'd fo long, 

i Love ; you ve there: the word that do’s impart 
|The trueft Meffage from my bleeding heart. | 
Eorgive me, Madam, that I thus confefS 

To yOu, may fair Phyfician, my Difeafe,. 
And with fich looks this Supphiant: er 
E As beft beconte the Beauties of thatface. = 
ns May 


Le 
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May that frmooth brow no.angry wrinkle wear, 
But be your looks as kind.asthey ape fair, 
Some pleafure tis ta think thefe Tacs Shall find 7 
An Entertainment at your hands {9 kind,.-. 
For this creates.a hope that I:toommay 
Receiv'd by Yau.as happy begs ia 
Ah! may that hope be true | portant 
That Femur promis'd youto.me in vain: 2. 3 
For know, det you thtough'Tguotanice offend 
The Gods, ‘tis Henv'a that .sac-does hither fend, 
None af she meanet of the Rowers Divine a 
Tharfitthintpitd, Ait Grvoursmy defign..... ; 
Great isthe prized feeh, Iomat voalehey.- >. ; 
But neitherds my due or merit fee << .t-- 
Venus bas prontisd dhe would yruafliga,  - 
Fair as her felf, zto-be for eves'minie’ > 
Guided by ben, my. Fry Tlefiforshes: 
-_ fea'shthe dasgers of the feithie Ses, . : 7. 
- | K 2 "She 


For I by.no miftake ot ftorm was toft 
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She witha kind and an aufpicious gale 
Drove the good Ship, and ftretch’d out evry Sail. 
For the who fprung out of the teeming deep, 

| Still o’re the Main do’s her wide Empire keep. 
Still may fhe keep ‘it, and as fhe with eafe. 

Allays the wrath of the moft angry Seas, 

So flay the give my ftormy mind fome reft, 

And calm the raging Tempeft of my breaft, 

And bring home all my fighs and all my vows 
To their with’d harbour and defir'd repofe.. 

Hither my flames I brought,not found’em here, | 

I my whole courfe by their kind Light did fteer.. 


-_Againft my will upon this happy Coaft. 

Nor as a Merchant did I plow the Main 

To venture Life, like fordid Fools, for gain.. 

N 0; may the Gods preferve mny. prefent ftore, 

| am only give me you to seeds it more: 
, Nor 


gre 


i ey 


Nor to admire the place camel fo far ; 7 


1 have Towns richer than your Cities are... 


— 


“Tis you I feek, to me from. Venusdue, 
"You were my with, before your Charms I knew. 
Bright Images ¢ of you my mind did draw sale 
Long ere my Eyes the lovely, Object fw. . : ; 
Nor wonder that with the fwift. winged dart r | es 
"At fuch a diftance “you could wound my hearts . 
So. Fate ordain’ d;. and left you fight with Fate, ... 
Her and believe the truth I Shall. relate, a2 | 
: . Now i in my Mothers Womb shut up Thy, - nh 
Wer fatal burthen longing for theday,. ee 
When fhe i in 2. myfterious Dream: was told, oF 
Her. teeming Womb a burning” Torch di hold;. | 
Frighted | fhe rifes, and. her Vision: fhe . os 
‘To Priam tells,. and to his Prophers Hes - Pa oe 
They Sing, that all 7rey howl fe on fire, 
But fureFgte meant the flames of my defire,' =. 


| 


to 


e : we 8 
. 
1 
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For fear of this ainong the Swains exposd, --° | 
My native greatness every thing ‘difelosd. ae | 
. Beauty and ftrengehi and: courage: joyn'dinone, | 
Throgh alf difnite fpoke me a Mowairchs Son. | 
A place there is i in Tdds thickeft Grove = ss 
With Oaks and Firt-trees fhaded-alf‘above, 
The erate here Brows bet Be flocks, | 
r Moutitain Goat,” or the laborious Ox. 
Froti hence 7; ray Towts magnificence and _ 
Leaning apainft én aged Oak, Lipy'd. 
When ftraight methought ¥ heard the trembling 
With the ftrange tiolie'of rrampling feet refound. 
In the fhine inftaiit Foues great Mefitnger, °° 
On al his’ Wings bein through the yielding Air; 
Lighting bettrd' iy Svonding Eyes dil sc 
His ; golden Rod thane in his ficted! Hand: * 
With him three harining Godel there ti eae, 
Fo aiid Pallti, and the Cyprian Dame. 


With i 
| 
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With an ynufual fear I ftood amaz’d, | 
Till thus the God my finking Coarage rais'd;": 
Fear not 5 Thou art Jove's fubftitute below, 


The prize of beaveniy Beauty to befow; 


Contending Goddeffes appeal to you, 
Decide their firife; He fpake, and up he flew. .- 


. Then bolder grown, I throw miy fearsaway, ©" - 


And every one with curious eyes furvey, 
Each of em merited the Vidtozyy °° 
And I their deubtfull Judge wag griev'd to fee 
The one muft have it, when deferv'd by three.” | 
But yet that one there was which mot preyaild, 
Andwithmore pow’ rfull Charms y-heart fila. 
Ah! would _— kaw whe eis my = o 


mover kigecboc oo rBre 


Who could i¢ beBue the fair Qisckrs of Love?” 


With mighty Bribed they all for Céniquelt ftrives 
ol Enipiits, Pallas Valouk give, > 
- | K 4. Whilff 


. a : a 
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_ Whilft I ftand doubting which Lthould prefer, 
Empire's foft eafe, or glorious tolls of War; - 
- But Venss gently fmild, and. thus fhe fpake,. - 
They're dangerous gifts, ) dp not, a mot take # ae 
| LU make Thee Leve's immortal pléafures kgow, | 
And Jays that in full tides for ever flow.) 
For, if "you judge the Conquefi to-pe.mine, 9: .- 

7 Fair Leda’s fairer Daughter {hall be thine... . 2 - 
She fpake ; and I-pays her the-conqueft, ‘due, 
Both to her Beauty and her ptt of: You. © 

é ‘Mean while(my angry Stars nese grote grow 
4am acknowledgid Royal Friam’sSon,. + -; 
: Ai ina eae ores 
BW. ish 8 pew tettival: my changel gf Fate. 


| 7 And as J now languith and die forthes,-. 


So did the Beauticg of all Zroy. fos rae: 

| qin Sl per ptr. ‘ert gal 
ag For which (3 thopfand ‘Virgins fiehid i in vain: eee 
ae bo, 4 | Nor 
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‘Nor did Queens only flytomy imbrace,. - 
But: Nymphé ofform, divineyand tiéavenly. races. 
Tall their Loves with cold difdain yepreft, 
- Since hopes .ofydu: firft fr'd my: longing: breaft. .! 
Your charming farm all day: tny-fancy drew). 
And:when.night came my. dreajnswere all of yoit. 
What pleafurestiitamift you your felf impart! | 
Whofe thadouisiontyfo furprizd my heart? re 
And ‘oh!-howdid T burn re 
That was fo Tdctehid by Yo terete a fire! 
For now.na fonger: could: ‘inky Hopes rele . 
From feeking ‘their wifh’d 1\Qbjed& throtigh the 
I fell. the &erely: Pitre; ‘and:every {Erde ~: an 
That befi: was Gt:itmiunthe:ylebling Seay. 8.1.1 
Fetch) d ne ¥ cleave; oX 
And Ude héleddo the Winds Dleave;:: a 
Stiff Oaks Ubbitsl vend meena ot 
‘bud every Ship with welLknit ribsI arm, | 
| TQ 


—_ 
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. To the talt Malt I Sails and: Screamers joya, is 
And the gay: Rbdps: with. painted:Gods deena 
But on my Ship dats .bily Veaus, faad . 
With little Cypral frniling in: her hand, 
Guide. of the way: the did her falf. cqmumand. «.:,). 
My Fleet thus rigg, ahd all wey thoughes.an. thea 
J long to ‘plow abe val sE geen a es 
My ansious Panerits ny defiretmvithfbind, <> /. 
Caffandre tos swith loofe difbiireldhalr, 1. 
Juft:as naeaish smn pat 

Bill of Proghefick fry dries alo, : - 

|B ihihher Sects wy Brother sbpbuglore fied's. 


Little, ale £° ited alog? thom: temuiae dee lad ans 


Zo what ia tagiity ire dhéfewinteny Pad. Eales 

True were hee desarh, ‘amd insaybbealtd #3 £24 
The pao Her Busy. ‘did: ee His? 

| hae 87 I A ae 


But at thy fight; oh! where was then my heare!y- 
Out from my breaft it gave-a fiddel fart, 
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Yet out I fail, and: fevour'd by the Wind, 
On your bleft Shore my with'd ‘for haven find; 
Your Husband then, fo Heav'ri, kind Heav'r of! 


In his own houfe his-Rival eritertdins: (cainss, 


Shews me whate're in Sparta dé’s delight — 

The curious Travellers enquiriig fight: ©." 
But I; who only fongia to gaze yon". 
Could tafte no pleafure in the idle fhow. 


Spririg forth and met half way the fatal dart.' -.- 
Such or ‘efs charming was the Qucén of Love, “ 


"When with her Fival Goddeffes thé ftrove.:? # <4 


Bui;"Pairelt, theditthou come bitiong the three, 
Even fhe, the prize thatt have réfiged to thee A 
Your Beauty i is thie baly There of Fane, i 74 
And alf'the warlt founds with fair’ Aeden's sad | 


} 


e 7 a e, e + eo. e - a 
es r ore » ie 7 eg y cr Lé Pa 2 are i 
. = en td bem ee ere bel . or 
: . e 


x 


1go OVID's EPISTLES. 


Nor lives there fhe: whom pride ‘it felf can raife 
. To clam with you'an equal fhare of praife:. 
‘Dol fpeak falfe> rather Report do’s fo, _ 
Detratting from -you ina praife too low. 
More here Ifind than that could ever tell, . 
So much your Beauty. does your, Fame al 
Well then might Thefews,he' who all things knew, 
"Think nope was worthy of his Theft but yous. 
this bold theft admire ; but wonder more. . | | 
| ie ever would fo dear.a prize) reftore : . es 
Ab! would, theft hands have.everlet you go: ee 
Or could Liveand be divorc’d-from you?. Pade? 
No ; fooner § with ‘fife it (lf could party... 
Than ¢’re fee you torn from my ‘bleeding: hgart,. = 
~ But.could I do.as.he,. and give you back... .....7 
Yet fure fome tatte of Love. I firlt would, sale, \ 
Wanld et in fh your blooming excellenss, 
Ass i {weets featt my luxsrious fal : 
Or 


—_ 
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Or if you would not let that treafuré go,’ 
Kiffes.at leaft you fhoild, you. would, beftow, 
And let me fmell the flow’r as it-did-grow. 


- Comethen into my Jonging arms, and: uy: 


My lafting, fix'd,: Eternal conftaiiey,, :.: 
Which never. tillmay. funeral pile fhall: watts: 


| My prefent fire {hall mingle with tiny’ laft. 
Scepters and. Crowns for you I did: difdain, 
| With which great Fano tempted me in, vain. 


And when brighit Pallas did her bribes prepare, | 
One foft imbrace from you I did prefer: 
To Courage, Strength;and all the Pomp. of ‘War: 5 
Nor fhalt I ever: think my. choice was:ull, . 


My judgment’ s fetoled and approves it- Gill. 
Do you but grant my Hopes may prove, astrag 
* As they-were plac’'d above all things:but. yous} 
I am, aswell asyou, of Heavenly rece,:: | 
7 will I my Birth your mighty line difgrace. 
Pleias 
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Pleias and Fove, our noble Lineage Head, 

And them 4 tace of Godlike Kiogs Sucteed. - 

‘All Afi’s Scepbers to my Father bow, 

And half the {pacious Haft his power allow ; 

‘There you fhall fee the Houfts rooft withGold, 

And Tempks:plotious as the Gods they hold. 

Troy you {hall fee, and divitie Walls adehire, = 

Built to che Cdalort of ApelirsLiyre.’ | 

What need tle vaft doud-of people tell’. 

"(hat over its wide banks da‘sialmokt fwell2 

" “You fhallgay troops of Phrygian Manrons imect, 

‘And Trojan Wives thihing in every freet. 

| _ How ofsert then Avill: you your felf eantiets ~ 

The extiptinets: and poverty of Greeve? - 

How: often will you fay, ene Palace shai 

Contains -inpre: wealth than: do -whole ‘Cities 
— gd ot SOE oe 
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I {peak not vases Spares to difgtace, ;- 
For wherefoe’seryduut lineata. ix vas 
Mutt be tome the hopipaeft deameft plack. 
Yet Spari's pati’; and yichicthat fhowld Liedicft 
In all the riches of tha shhting Exh,’ cae 
Should underftqand; How jdithst fotdid plaop:. 
Suits withthe -binuty of-yosr charting fot | 
That face -withoadftly drefsinekb sich attire: !..; 
Sheuid thineyabih nalee thiegdzing wield adios, 
Wheni you, thekivbie bf my Zreiis fee) 001) 
What, think'ye, nytt than ofsheis. Ladichber.” we 
Ob! then bekind, fair Spartan, rie diftlaiin 
Afrojavin yout Bed totiventa. 
He wasa Zrdje, ‘and OF oc great line, - es 
That to thelGods ide's mixcimamnertal samedi _ 
Tithowas +00; whom. to'har ndfie bed .205 2. oC 
The Cal fi Mein tig ledy: 2 ‘oT 
: OO Tio i a Se 
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Do's all the Night’ lie melting i ai Your anne, 
Do's every minuté.toriewjoys:improve, >. = . 
hd riots in the lufcious fweets of Love: 


\ 


Eat 


% was Anchifes of our Trojan.race, 7 - 

| Yet Venus. felf to his defir'd imbracé > d, 
With all her train oflittle Loves did fle, | 
And in his arms learn’d for a while to die. | 
Nor do I think that Afekelaus can 

2, Compar'd with Me; appear ‘the sgréatér Mai 
I’m fure my Father never made:the Su | 
With frighted Steeds from His dire:banquet rut: | 
No Grandfather of mine is ftaid’d with bloud; 2 ) 
Or with his crime names the Myrtoas Aoud. | ~ | 
None of our tace do’s in the Stygian Lake ° , 
Snatch at thofe-Apples he wants-pow’r to take. — , 
But ftay:; fince You with fucka Husband joyn,’. | 
Your Father Fove is forc’d to grace his Line. | 

- He(Gods!)a wretelrunworthy¥ of shote amiais | 
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I but at Table one thort view can gain, | 
-And that too, only to increafe my pain: 


O may fuch Feafts my wort of Foes attend, 


_As often I at your {pread table find. 


I loath my food when my tormented eye - 


_ Sees his rude hand in your foft bofom lie. - 


- ee 


I burft with envy whenI him behold 


’ Your tender limbs in his loofe robe infold. 


When he your lips with melting kiffes feat, 


Before my eyes I the large goblet held. 


When you with him in ftri& imbraces clofe, 


: My hated meat to my dry’d Palat STOWS. 


ze 


Oft have I figh’d, then figh’d again to fee 

That figh with fcornfull {miles repaid by thee. 

Oft Iwith Wine would quench my hot defire, 

In vain; for fo I added fire to fire. 

Oft have I turn’d away my Head in vain 

You — recall’ my longing eyesagain. = 
bo What 


{ 
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~ What fhall I do. > your forts with grief I fee, 
But tis a greater, not to look on Thee. = 
With all my Art I ftrive my flames to hide, “°"‘ 
- But through thethin difguife they are défery'd. 
_ Too well alas! my wounds fo you are sabia 7 
And O that they were fo: to you alone! : 
How oft turn: I'my weeping eyes away,’ ° 
“Left he the caufe fhould ask,’ and oles 
What tales of Love tell I when warm'd with Wine, 
To your dear face applying: every line, 2 
In borrow'd names I my own ‘paffion “— 
They the feigird Lovers ate, but'I the. true! i 
Sometirhes more freedom in difcourfe td gain, 
| For my excufe I drunkennefs would feigin.: — 
Once I remember your loofe Garment fell, ee 
And did your naked; -fwelling brcatts reveal, «. 
, Breafts white as {now, or the falfe.down of Fove, 
, Ww hen to a Mother the kind’Swaw made Love! 
— Whitt 
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Whil'ft with the fight furprizdI gazing ftand,. 
The cup Iheld, dropt from my carelef hand. 
If you your young Hermione but kifs, , 
. Straight from her lips I fnatch the envy’d blifs. 
. Sometimes fupinely laid, Love. fongs I fing 
And wafled kiffes from. my fingers fling. 
Your Women to my aid I try to move 
; With all the pow'rfull Rhetorick of Love, 
But. they alas ! fpeak nothing but defpair, 
“And in the midft leave my neglected Prayer. 
Oh! that by fome great aa you might be 
Won. oe 
‘And your pofleffion aie iis Viktor Crown: 
As Pelops his Eiippodamia won, 
Then had you feen what I for you had done. 
But now I’ve nothing left to do but pray, 
And ay felf ame at your { feet to lay. | 

| La 2 OT, 
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‘O Thou, thy houfes Glory, brighter far __ 
_ Than thy two fhining Brothers friendly Star! 
O worthy of the bed of Heav’ns great King, 
Ifought fo fair but from himfelf could pring! 
Fither with thee I back to Trey will fly 

. Or here a wretched banifh’d Lover die. | 
- Withno flight wound my tender breaftdoesfmart, 
| My: bones and marrow feel the piercingdart; 
‘T find my Sifter true did Prophefie, | 
I with a Heavenly Dart fhould wounded die ; 
Def pife not then a Love by Heaven defign'd, oe 
So may the Gods fill to your Vows be kind. 
Much I could fay,but what,will beft be known 
Jn your apartment when-we are alone. _ | 
~~ Youbluth and with a fuperftitious dread — 

| Feat todefile the Sacred Marriage Bed: 
Ah; Flelen, can you ‘then fo fimple be, 
: To think fuch Beauty c can from faults be free? 
Or 
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Or change that face, or you muft needs be kind, 


Beauty and Vertue feldom have been joyn’d. 

- Fove and bright Venus do our thefts approve, | 
Such thefts as thefe gave you your Father Fove. 

And if in you ought of your Parents laft, 

Can Fove and Leda’s Daughter well be chaft? 

Yet then be chaft when we to roy thall go; 

(For fhe who fins with one alone, ts fo.) 

But let us now injoy that pleafing fin, 

. Then Marry and be 1 innocent agen. 

Ev'n your own Husband doth the fame perfwade, 

Silent Himéfelf, yet all His agtions plead : 

~ For me they plead, and he, good man, becaufe : 

He'll fpoil no fport, officioufly withdraws. 

~ Had he no other time to vifit Crete ? 


+ Oh! How prodigious is a Husbands Wit! 


He went, and as he went He cry’d, My Dear, : 
Inftead of me, you of our Gueft take care. | 
L3  —° But 
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But you forget your Lord’s Command I fee, 

Nor take you any care of Love or me. 

And thik you fucha thing ashe do’s know - 

The treafure that he holds in holding you? . . 

No, did he underftand but half your charms ; 

He durft not truft em ina ftrangers arms. 

If neither his nor my requeft can move, 

| We're forced by Opportunity to Love; . | 

We fhould be. fools, even greater fools than He, © 

Should fo fecure a time unactive be. _ 

| Alone thefe tedious wiiter nighits you lie - 7 

In a cold widow'd bed, and fo do I: 

Let mutual j joys, our willing bodies j sjoyns | 

That happy night ‘thal the mid-day out-fhine. 

| Then will I fwear by all the Pow’rs above, . 
“And in their awfull preferice feal my Love. 
Then if my withes may afpire fo High, 

I with our ici fhall win you to coms | 

| 7 But 
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. Butif nice Honour little {cruples frame, 


The farce vit ufe fhall vindicate ‘your fame. 
OFT, befeus and. your Brothiers I can learn ; 
No precedents fo nearly you concern : 


You Thefeus, they: Leucippus Daughter ftole, 


| | I ‘be the fourth in the ilhiftrious rolk 
3 Well man‘d, well'armrd for you my Fleet do’s 


(flay, 


And waiting. winds murmur at our delay. 


- Through Zroy's theangd Streets, you fhall in 


triumph go. 
Ador'd as: fome. new -Goddefs here below. 


| ‘Where ere you. tread , _ Spices and. Gums fall 


-{moak, - 
And. Victims fall er the fatal ftroke. 


MyF ather, Mather, all the, joyful Court; | 


All Zroy to-youwith prefents thal refort, 


‘Alas! *tis nothing what’ I yet have faid, 
“What there youl find, fhall what I write exceed. 


L 4 Nor 
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Nor fear, left War purfue our hafty flight, 

And angry: Gréece fhould all her force unite. 

What ravifh’d Maid did ever Wars regain 2 

Vain the attempt, and fear of it as vain. 

The Thracians Orithya {tole from far, 

Yet Thrace riet heard the notfe of following War. 

Fafor too ftole away the Colchian Maid, 

Yet Colchos did not Theffaly invade. 

He who ftole you, ftole Ariadue too, 

7 Yet Minos did not with all Crete purfire. 

Fear in thefe cafes than the danger ' moré, . - 

And When the threatning tempeft once is o're, } 

Our fhamie’s then greater than our fear before. 

But fay: from Greece a threatned ‘War perfue, | 

Know I have ftrength and wounding weapons too. 

_ In Menand Horfe more numeroys than Greece. 

_ Our Empire is, nor in its compals lef. - -- a 
= oe OR 2 eNor 
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Nor do’s your Husband Paris — | 
In generous courage of int Martial skill.” 
Ev'n but 4 Boy front iny flain Foes I gaivd 
My ftolen Hefd; anda new Name attain’d ; 
Ev’n then o’rcome by me I cou’d produce 
‘ Deiphobus and great Iioneus. 
Nor hand to hand more to be fear'd am, 
Than wher froii far i ‘my certaifi Arrows fly. 
You for his Youth can no fuch actions feign - 
Nor can he e’re my envy'd skill attain. 
; But could he, Fettor’ S your fecurity, 
, Arid hé alone an Army is to me. 
: ‘You know menot, nor the hid Prowe(s find | 
Of Him that Heav'n has for your bed defign’d. 
) Either no War from Greece thall follow thee, 
, Or if it do’s, fhall be repell’d by m2 
Nor think I fear to fight for fuch a Wife, 
; That prize would give the Coward's courage life. 
~~ + AT 
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All after ages fhall your fame.admire, 3 

If you alone fet the whole world on fire. _ 

To Sea, to Sea, while all the Gods are kind, 
And all I premife, you in Troy fhalt find. 


' HELEN 


t 


(ss) 
HEL EN. 
PARIS. 


By the Right Honourable the ~ ae 
Eart.of MULGRAVE, ~ 


M. DRYDEN 


| The ARGUMENT. _ 
Helen, having received the foregoing Epiftle from 
Paris, returns the following Anfwer : wherein’ | 
fhe feems at firft to chide him for his Prefump- 
| tion inWriting, as.he-bad done, which could — 
only proceed from his low Opinion of her Fer- 
‘tue ; then owns her feif to be fenfible of the Paf- 
fion, which he had expreffed for her, tho fhe 
much fufpect his Conftancy,; aad at laft difcovers 
her Inclinations to be favourable tohim. The 
whole’ Letter foewing the extream artifice of 
Woman-kind, | _ 7 


\ X } Hen loofe Epiftles violate Chaft Eyes, | 
-She half Confents, who filently denies : 
a | — | _ How . 
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How dares a Stranger with defigns fo vain, 
_- Marriage and Hofpitable Rights Prophane 3 2 
Was it for this, vig Fate did fhelter find 
From fwelling Seas and every faithlefs wind 2 ? 
‘| (For tho’ a diftant Country brought you forth, 
| Your ufage here was equal to your worth) 
Does this deferve to be rewarded fo> 
“Did you come here a Stranger, or 2 Foe? 
‘Your partial J udgment may perhaps eneliles 
And think me barbarous for my juft difdain;. 
2 Ill-bred then let me be, but not unchaft, 
Nor my clear fame with any {pot defgc'd: | 
Tho’ in my face there’s no affegted F rown, 
Nor in my Carriage a feign’d nicenefs fhown, 
_ [keep my Honour ftill without a ftain, | 
Nor has my Love made any Coxcomb vain. 
Your Boldnefs L with admiration fees 
What hope had you to gaina Queen like me? 
Ys a : - Be 


| 
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Becaufe a Hero forc d me oncé away, 
Am I thought fit tobe a fecond prey? | 
Had I been won, I had deferv’d'your blame, 
But fure my part was nothing but the fhame: 
Yet the bafe theft to him no fruit did bear, 
I {cap'd unhurt by any thing but fear. 
Rude force might fome unwilling Kiffes gain, . 
But that was all he ever coud obtain. 
You on fuch terms would ner have let me go, 
Were he like you, we had not parted fo. 
Untouchd the Youth re{tor’d me to my Friends, 
And modeft ufage made me fome amends. | 
"Tis vertue to repent a vicious deed ;: 
Did he repent that Paris might fucceed ? ” 
Sure ’tis fome Fate that fets me above ‘wrongs, | 
Yet fill expofes me to bufie tongues. ° 
Tilt not complain, for who's difpleas’d with Love,. 
If it fineere, difcreet, and Conftant prove? 

| | But 
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But that I fear; not that I think you bafe, - 

Or doubt the blooming beauties of my-face, 

But all your. Sex i 1S fubject to deceive, - | 

And ours alas, too willing to believe. 

Yet others yield : and Love o'rcomes the beft, . ' 

But why fhould T'not fhine above the reft > 

Fair Ledds Story feems at firft to be : 

A fit example ready found for me; . 

| But fhe. wasCouifen’d by a borrow'd fhape, 

__ And under’ harmlefs Feathers felt a Rape: 7 

IfI fhould yield, what Reafon could I ufe? 

~ By what miftake the Loving Crime excufe? 7 

Her fault was in her pow’rfull Lover loft, | 

But of what Jupiter have I to boaft?. 

'- Tho’ you to Heroes, and to Kings bien 

. Our Famous Race doés no addition need, 

And great Alliances but.ufelefS prove 

— Toone chat’s come. her. felf from mighty Fove. . 

. : | Go | 
| 
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Go then and boatt in fomelefs haughty place, 

Your Phrygian Bloud, and Priam’s Ancient race, 

Which I wou'd fhew I valu’d, ifIdurft; 

You are the fifth from Fove, but ¥ the firft, 

| The Crown of 7; roy is pow’rfull I contefs, 

But I have reafon to think ours no le 

Your Letter. filtd with promifes of all, 

That Men can good, or Women pleafant call, 

Gives expectation fuch an ample field, 

_As wou'd move Goddeffes themfelves to yield 

But if I e’re offend great Funo’s Laws, 

Your felf fhall be the Dear, | the only Caufe; | 

Either my Honour I'll to death maintain, 

Or follow you, without mean thoughts of Gain. » 

Not that fo fair'a Prefent I defpife 7 | 

We like the Gift, when we the giver. prize. (t ‘alee | 

But’ tis your Love moves mé, which made you 

| Sach pains, and run fach hazards for my fake; 
Ihave - 
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I have perceiv'd (though diffémbled too) 
A Thoufand things that Love has made you do; 
Your eager Eyes would aimoft dazle mine, 7 
In which (wild man) your | wanton:. — 
wou'd fine. . 
Sometimes you'd figh, fometimes diforded ftand, 
And with unufual ardor, prefs my hand; 
| Contrive jut after me to take the Glafs, 
Nor wou'd you. let the leaft.occafion pats, 
| Which oft I fear'd, I did not: mind alane, ‘e, 
And bluthing fate for things which you have done ; 
_ Then: murmur'd to my felf, he’ll for my fake. 
. Doany thing, Thope’twas no miftake: - 
Oft have I read within this pleafing Grove, | 
Under my Name thofe Charming words, Z Love, 
I frowning, feem’d not to believe your: Flame, - 


But now, alas, am come to write thefame. 
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-IfI were capable to do amifs, | 
. I could not but be fenfible of this. 
_ For oh! your Face has fuch peculiar charms, 


| That who can hold from flying to your arms 2 > 7 _ 


But what I ne’t can have without offence, 

May fomebleft Maid poffefs with innocence. 

Pleafure may ‘tempt » but vertue more fhould 
move > | elie 

O Learn of me to want the thing you tiie 2. 

What you defire is fought by.all mankind : 

As you have eyes, fo others are not blind. 

, Like you they. fee, like you my charms adore, - 

. They with not lefs, but you dare venture more : : 
_ Oh! had you then upon our Coafts been brought, | 
, My Virgin Loye, when thoufand Rivals fought, - | 
You had I feen, you fhould have, bad. my vOKC ; ; 

Nor could my Husband j uftly blame my Chnices_ 


ow e 
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For iti our hopes, - you’ come tao late! 
Another now is-Mafter of my Fate. - 
More to my with I cou’d have liv'd with you, 
And yet my prefent lot can undergo. 
Ceafe to follicit a weak Woman's will, | 
And urge not her you Love, to fo much ill 
But let me live contented as I may, _ 
| And make not my unfpotted fame your prey? 
; Some. Right you claim, fince naked to your eye 
Three Goddeffes difputed Beauties prize; 
One offer'd Valour, t other Crowns, but the . 
—— Obrain’d her Caufe, who finiling promis dime. 
- ‘Bur firft Iam not of belief fo: light, | ht 
To think fach’ Nymphs woud fhew you pe 
‘Yet granting this, the other part is feign’ ds 
A Brite fo mean, your fentence had not — 
With partial: eyes T thou'd my felf regard, 
To think thas Venus made me her reward: 

. J maly | 


- ce ial ci eee 
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I humbly an am contént with human praith Bo 
A Goddefs’s applaufe wou ‘d envy raife: 
: But be i it as youfay, for’tis confeft; ~ 
‘The Men who flatter higheft, pleafe us bett: 
That I fafpect i it, ough fiot to difpleate 3 
¥ or Miracles are not beliet'd with cafes 
One j joy I have, that I had Venus voice; | | 
A greater yet , that you confirm’d her Chae 
That proffer’d Laurels, promis'd Sov’ raignty, .' 
Funo and Pallas you conitemnd forme. © 
Arh [ your Empiré then, and your, renown? _ 
What heart of Rock but muft by this be won? - 
And yet bear witnefs, O you Pow’ts above; : 
How rude I arh in all the Arts of Love! 
My’ hand’is yet untaught to write to meny 
| This is-th’ Effay of my untpractis’d pen: 
H lappy thofe Nymphsw hom ufe has perfedt made; 
| B chink all Crime, and tremble at a fhade. 
| Me > Evan | 
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Evn while I write, my fearful seiltios eyes 
| Look often back, mifdoubting a furprize. 


For now the Rumour fpreads among the Croud, 


_ At Court in whifpers, ‘but in Town aloud: .. 
~ Diflemble you, whit e’re you hear’em fay: : 
To leave off Loving were your better way, 
Yet if you will diffemble it you may. 

Love fecretly : the abfence of my Lord; : 

- More freedom gives, but does not all afford: 

- Long is his Journey, long wall be his fay ; | 

Calf d by affairs of Confequence away. 

To go or not when unrefolv’d he {tood, 
. bid him make what {wift return he cou’d: 

- Then Kiffing me, he faid 1 recommend 
All tothy Care, but moft my 7 rojan Friend. 
Timid at what he innocently faid, 7 
_< And only anfwer'd, you fhall be obey'd. — 


co. Pro | 


HELEN ¢t0.PARIS, 1365 
Propitious winds. have. born iid far from hence, 
But let not this fecure your confidence, 

, Abfent he is, yet abfent he Commands, 

You know theProverb, Princes have long hands. 

| My-Fame s my barthen, for the more. I’m prais'd; 

A jutter ground: of jealoufie is tais’d. 

| Were Plefs fair; I-might have been’ morebleft:. 

Great Beauty through great danger is. pofleft. | 

‘To eave me Here his venture was'not hard, - : 

Becaufe lie thought my: vertue was my Guard. . 
He:fai'd. ry Fave, but truftedto my Life, . 

The Beauty doubtéd, but believid. the wie: 7 

You bid nie -ufétHoccafion while] can, 7 1. 

— Put-ipour. hasids by-the good.eafie man. © 

I wou'd,: andsyet }. ‘doubt, ° twixt Love and fear’; 


One draws me‘from you ‘and one brings me near. ~ 
Our flames ave-mtusuat : and my'Husband’s gone, 7 

The nights are longs I fear’ to: lie alone. 
a “M3 One 


_ A Rape is requifite. tofhashefacd joy: ~ 
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One Houte. contains us, and weak Walls divide;: 
And you’re:tod ‘prefling to. belong denied =’ 
Let me not live,: ‘but everything confpitess |. 
To joyn ourLewes, and 'yet my. feer retires: 

You Court withwofds, wher you fhou'd uate iit: 
A ploy. 
Indulgent to the wrongs aiicleendine he 
Our Sex can faffer' ‘what “we dard: not gives; 1: 
What have I faid} for both.af us twere bello 
Our kindling firesif each ofus fupprelt. ¢...--< 
The Faith of Stratigers is tod prose to changey: 


_ And tike themfelves their wardring Pafions mage 
| ETyphpyle, and the. fond Minis Maid,. ae 


Were both by trufting of their Gaelts beteay'd. 


- How ean I doubt that ather Mtnsdeteive,. a 
When you your fof did fei OB sone leave: be 

~ But deft I fhou’d upbraid joum. treechery, -” 

| You make a merit: of that Geil toma aot 


Can | Vet 


HELEN to PARIS. 16 
; Yet grant you, were to faithful Love inclind, | 
Your weary Zrojans wait but for a wind. . 
. Shou'd. you prevail while T affign the night, 
Your Sails are hoyfted, and you take your flight: 
Somie bawling Mariner our Love deftroys, . 
And breaks afunder our wnfinifh’d joys. 
But I with you may feave the Spartan Port, 
To view. the Trojan Wealth, and Priam’s Court, - 
Shown while I fee, I fhall expofe my Fame: 
And fila foreign Country with my fhame. 
In Afa what reception fhall I find? 
‘And what dithonour leave in Greece behind? «. 
‘What will your Brothers,. Priam, Hecuba, «| 
And what will all your modeft Matrons fay? ~ 
EV n you, when on this action you reflect, 
: My futuive Conduct juftly may falpott 
And whater Stranger Lands upon your Coatt,. 
“Coachale me, by yourown’ example, loft, 
Fa | M 4 |: Vion 
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ane oe 


I from your rage, a Strumpet’s Name: fhall hear, 


While you forget, what part in it you bear. 


You my Crimes Authour,will my Crime upbraid: 


Deep under ground, Oh let me firft be laid! -- 
You boaft the Pomp and Plenty of your Land, 
And promife all thal be at. my: Command ; a4 
Your Trojan Wealth, believe me, I defpifes : > 
My own poor Native Land has dearer ties. 

-Shou’d Ibe injur'd on your Pbrygian. Share, e 
__ What help of Kindred coud I there implore? :_- 

| Medea was by ‘Fafons flaty’ry: won : 
_ Eimay like her believe and! be-undon. .. 

_ Plain honeft hearts, Tike mine, fafpect: no cheats 

| And Love contributes to ‘its oWndeceit. .. 
_ The Ships about whofe fides loud Tempefts roar, 


With gentle Winds were wafted from. the: Shore. . 


Your teeming Mother dreamt.a flaming Brind 
_ Sprung from her Wambonfum’d the Zzdjak Land. 


To 
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To fegond this; old Prophets. dle ee 
That Ziium fhall ‘be bornt witht Grecian fite: * 
Both give me fear; nér ist muchvallay'd, ©. 
Fhat Vesugs is oblig’d ot Loves tovaid/: ° 
For they who loft their Caufe, —_—— — a 
And for!onie Friend two: Enemies you make. | 

Nor can I doubt,. ba fhov’é¥ follow: you; 

The Sword w oud-foon our fatal Crime’ iar 

A wrong fogreat my Husband’s ape wou'd rouze, 
And my Relations wou'd his: Caufe efpoufe.: - | 
You boaft your Strength and Courage, but alas! 
Your words receive fmall credit from pone Face. 
‘Let Heroes i S in the € Dufty field delight, 
Thofe Limbs were fathion'd for another faht. 

Bid Heétor fally from the Walls of Ti ray, 

A fweeter quarrel fhou’d your arms imploy. 

‘Yet fees like thefe, fhou'd not tmy mind perplex, 
Were I as wife as many of my Sex, 


But 
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But time, . and you, ; may! bolder thoughts fs $ 
And I perhaps may yield to your defire. -* 

You laft demand a private Conferenes, | 
Thefe are your words, but I can ghefs yout i 
Your unripe hopes theis harvett mutt ateend : 
Be Rul'd by me, and same may. be your friend 
This is, enough:to Id you underftand, t --- 

For ow my: Peo has. tind my tender Hand: - 
— My Woman knowy the ferret of my bt 

And niay Hereafter biner news imipert:i - 
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the only means to fet all right again: Ft 


Pe 


mc teL ae ei es Oe Ae: a ak fee 
the ARGUMENT. ('O 


ee ee ee ee 
Oy our'P ene lope at Tength break home;’ * 


, ‘Send noexcufe,nor ftay to write,but come. 
| 7 . | Our 


tt 


BY 


L 


e i e 
7 : ~ 
Pen me Pea - re t praia eg 4 
Boi eh x. pie fare) 
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—_- 


Our trouble longs ve Te dots septal ye: flow; |: 
Nor twenty 770) ’s were worth all this ado.” |. 
= rex ss Soe form. meng “eu had | 

+ drownd -. '¢ eS aw 
‘the Ruffian, when for Facedomon bound 
I thould not then of tediots s days coniplain, 


7 eee em oe aay Maen Sg eee S AD 


Nor cold a niights:and.¢ siand; combo rtlefs h have hay'n: 
Nor fhould this pai tits t6 pats the evenings take, |: 


SANS oS 


Ang work, and weave ev'n: loo fingers ak ale. : 


we ts 


( As sshvays] Love etn fears porte) 
Fancy’dthee by fetce Tr rojans compat round, ; 
And Hettor’s s. name fill Struck: me fo rr ground ; 
When told of Nefor's Son; by ter flain, | ant 
Streight.N eftor Ss Son rouzd alti iyi. jfedts ap agit 
When for his fhamehow dear ‘Patzpclug paid; . 
T wept tofind that wit no, eee 6. oa ae \ 
— ge 


a we ad 
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7 lepolemes by Keojas javelin “kil d,- 
. Throughiall. my -veirs an icy,terror child. 7 
| Wiatever Gresks mifcarry’¢: in the fray, 
I fainted, and- fell (well nigh) dead as they... 
Heaven for chat Love has. better fate i tn! flote, es 
My Husband ue and 7roy.is.now no- more. 
Our Captains: well return’d,-each Altar fisns, —_ | 
And Temples all Barbarian Bapty crams: . 
For their {afe Lovesthe women Offriagg tae’ 
And Trojan Fates by ours deftaten. finp.- an 
All ftand amazd, to hear bod old and young,» 
And liftening Wives upon their Husbands hung. 
Some on. the Table draw ‘each bloudy. fight; 
And fpilling Wine the whole fad. iad: weitd, 
This Simors, that the’ Sigpar, Land, ,. a 
And thete did Priams lofty Palace ftande.. +5 
Here skulke Chyffes >: there Achilles ee ee 
There efor torn, the fgaming Horfep fom’. 
7 All 
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All did Old Nejtor to your Son explains: 
To feek you fent, who told me all agam. 
— Your Sword how Dolor, no, nor Rbefus fcap'd, : 
-Banter’d the one, this taken 4s he napp‘d. 

Fool- hardy you, atid us remembring ill,. 
| Nightly amidft thofe Thracian Tents to fteal, 
‘There Aumbiers flay, ‘one only aiding thee, 
Thon haft beea haus » ‘and would’ have ret | 
onme, Ne ah Bie 

. Still pane T, told, how alli in triumph brave, — 
Rotind your friends — thofe Thracian Steeds 

. you: Qravd - 

“But chal avails it me that Zrey did yield, 


And by your Prowe(s, the Town is now a 2 Field? 


As when Troy, ftdod; I ftill remain alone, | 
Th’ eff€&t- continues, though the caute is ome 
To others fack’d, to only me upheld, - 
Evia whit it dies by Greeé abiders tiles 
: 7 e _ For 


f 
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For Priams Towers how jafty corn appears, a | 
And And Phrygian bloud a pond'rous harvett rears. 
No Houfe remains, ‘nought of 47 rojan found, 
Unlels yordig their bones ftom under ground. 
Where art — —— >» what detains nas 
Or may not ¥ your. new ‘Atchiev’ments know? 
What-ever Skipper hither come a fhore; - ey 
For thee I ask, and ask him ore and ore; - 
Nor parts he, till I {crible half a‘Sheet,' |. 
To give thee, fhould : you ever’ chante to fret: 
We fent to’ Pyles Neftors dticient feat, ae, 
From Pylos ‘we'nto certain tydings gat:~ °° 7 - 
To Sparta fent, the Spartans nothing know, + 
What courfe you Steer ; ‘nor where you wander 
Wou'd thofe fame God built Walls were ftanding * 
(Now I repent that ere I wifh’d em il) on | 
4 \ oo hen 
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Then where thou foughe't I tly fhould have 
—— fearn'd, | | 
Nor fave for War,the common grievance mourn d. 
‘Now, what I know. not, all I madly fear, Ze 
| And a wide field lies:open to my Care. 
Ly. Sea, or Land whatever dangers {way, 
Thofe I fafpect the Caufes of your. flay.. 
whiltt thus I fimply mufe,who knows your mind, 
"Perhaps abroad, fome other Love you find: | 
| Perhaps to her your dowdy Wife define, 7 | 
Who knows no moreé,fo that her Cupboards fhine. 
_ so No; vanith jealous thoughts nor fright 1 me more; 
He wou'd be with me, were it in his power, 
My Sire would force me from | my Widows Bed; 
- Blames my delay,and chides, and: fhakes his head, 
Let him chide on, yours {till, yours — 
Pemeaie ~~ Wile will die... - ; 
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| Yet by my Chaft defires, and a on | 

His temper-does a little now relent. - | 

Frome ‘ rete,and Samos; Rhodes, and Zant fet out,. 

To Court me come 2’ wild unruly rout; . | 

Who Revel in your houfe without controul, ! 

_ Andeat,and wafte your means,our bloud and foul. 

Of Medon, Polybus, Pifander, fell 

- Eurymachus, alas, Why fhould I tell> 

With many more, you (fadly out o che way) 

Feed here; and on your fubftance let’ em prey. 

The Beggar Zruzs, and that Goat-herd Clown, 

Melanchius range and rammage up and down. " 

So kept your houfe, fuch ftout defenders we, 

A helplefs Wife, old Man, and little Boy. 

Whom late by. treach’ry we had. well nigh loft, . 

*Gaintt all our minds as he to Pylos croft, 

But Heavens preferve him till he die in courfe, 

Having ff clos'd mine eyes, and alfo yours, | 
| N ‘Thus 
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Thus the old Nurfe,the Hind,and Hogherd pray ; 
True Servants all, and faichfull in their way. 
Difarm’d by age, Laertes is not fit, , | 
_ Amidft thefe Bullies to maintain your right. 
Age, if he lives, Zelemachus may bring 

To. firength, but yet he needs his Fathers wing, 
4, whatam I? alas my help is final, © 
‘Come you the ftrength and fafety of us all. 

So may your Son in vertuous Arts increafe, 
So may the‘Old Zaertes die in peace. 
_ Who in my Bloom did at your parting moutn, ; 


I wither'd grow, in waiting your return. 


HYPSE 


(179). 


BY 


HY PSIPYLE w JASON. 


. 
‘NS 


Th ARGUMENT» 
The Defire of gaining the Golden Fleece, put Jafon 
upon a Voyage to Colchos. In bis paffage, he 
Stopd at the Tflaed of Lemnos, of which place 
Hypfipyle was then Queen, famed for her pious 
Saving of her Father Thoas, 2x a general Maf- 
facre of the Meu there ly the Women of that 

C —— _Her Entertainment of Jaton fo kia, 
as induced him to flay there two-years, at the 
. end. of which he left the Iland, and the Queen, 
°C thew big with Child; ) and after a thoufand 
_ Fows of Conftancy, and a {peedy return, purfues 
bis fir para a Voyage , and arrives at Col- 
_chos, where Aita was King. Medea bis Daugh- 

ter falls. deeply in Love with Jafon, and by her 

. Charms be gaind the Galdes Fleece ;.with which 
and Medea, he fecretly faild home to Theflaly. 
 ‘HAypfipyle hearing of his Landing with ber more 
bappy Rival Medea, writes. him this Epifile. . 


Aden, they fay; with Fafons Golden Prize, 
FF s Proud Argo in Theffalia’s Harbour lies. - 
| ~ ON. I would 
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I would congratulate your fafe return; fs 

But from your pen] fhould that fafety arn. 

When from my flighted Coatt you bore away, 

Spight of the winds; you fhow’d lefs Faith, than 

‘They. _ = 

| if’ twas too much t enjoy my euctt Lord, 

Sure I deferv’d one Line, one tender word. 

| Why did Fame firft,and not their Conqueror fhow, 
‘How Wars Fierce God faw his ram’d Bulls at 

: | Plough. — (fall 

How thy Earth ‘born Wations rofe,and lia they 

| By their own Swords, without your Conquering 

| fteel. . 7 

How i in your Charms the fetter ‘d Dragon hy, | 

- Whilft your bold hand bore the curl'd Gold away. 

When doubtful! Tongues thal Fafon s wonders tell, 
Would: T could fay, fee. here’s my. Oracle. - | 

a : | .. «But 
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‘But tho’ unkind Loves filence I deplore, — 


Your heart ftill mine, I would defire.no more... | 
But ah, that hope ij is vain $—a ‘Witch deftroys — | 


_ My fancied pleafures, and my promis’d Joys. 
Would I could fay (but, oh, Loves fear’s too 


ftrong!) _ 
Would I could fay I guiltlefs Fajon. wrong. 


~ Lately a Gueft came from th’ Hemonian Land: 


~My door fearce reach’d, with tran{port ¥ demand 


How fares my Fafon ? His fad look he bore, 


Fixt with an ominous filence.on the floor. — 


‘My Robes I tore, and thus, with Horrour,cry’d, 


~ Lives he! or with one wound both hearts “ma 


. bleed? — 
He ines faid. he,: to which I made him {wear: 


"He fwote by Heav'n, yet I retain’d my Fear.” 


i 


My fenfe. return ‘to'ask. your Deeds, he ‘faid, ~ 
| That the yoked Bulls of Mars in Chains you lel. 
N3  _ The 
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The Snakes own Feeth 4 crop of Heroes bore, 
Whitt a rough riative café their Limbs huskt ore. 
And by their own Inteftine Fury flain ; 
One Days fhort Age compleats they active Reign. 
Agait I ask, does thy dear Fafouliver 
Such Ebbs and Flows Loves fears and hopes do 
He fatally proceeds, and with much Art, 
Would hide, yet thews the falfenefs of your heart, 
Ah, where’s your Nuptial Faith, thet flattering 
ftile , 
Loves Torch more fit to tiche my Funeral let 
T have no lawke& plea to Fafor's Love; 
Fam and Hyovew our jut Chaplets wove: - 
* Ahbno! not thefe mild Gods: Erinays hand, 
At our eurft Rités held her infernal Brand. - 
| Why tomy Lenines did your Vefiel fern? 
Or why fond fool, did [admit you here? 
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Here no bright Ram with golden glory fhone, 
Nor.was my Lensnes the Eteax Throne. 

At firft — ( but Fates all faint Refolves withftand) 
I thought ¢ expel you with a Female hand... 
The Lemnian Ladies are in Arms well skilfd: 
Their Guard had been my Lifes fecureft shield. 
But in my City, Roof, my foul received, 


For two bleft years my darling Fa/es lived. 


Forced the third Summer to a fad Farewell, 

— Mixt with his Tears thefe parting Accents fell, 
Do not at our divided Fates repine, 

Thine I depart, to return ever Thine. 

May our yet unbern pledge live long, to prove. 
"The obje& of its Rival Parents Love, | | 


"Twixt fighs and Tears, es ioe falfe giles - 


- did pour 4 
7 taller fhowrs, till grief could fpeals no more. 


N 4 Yau 


ie ose ey Se srat- Sons 
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vn were the’ laft the fatal Argo reach’d, 
Whofe fwelling Sails th’ — winds had 
_ ftretch’d. 
The furrowirg Keel the Seas green furface 
~ plough’d: 
You to the Shore, to th Seas I gazing bow'd. 
- In haft I ran toan adjacent Tow’ Pe. 
| My Tears ore all my face and bofom fhowr. : 
‘There my wet eyes my. wafted foul purfue, 
And ev’n beyond their natural opticks flew... 
A thoufand Vows for your return I made, 
- You are return’d, and they fhould now be pay'd. : 
My Vows for curs 'd Medea’s. Triumphs pay! 
My Heart , to Grief , my Love to Rage gives | 
ce WAYe an 
_ Shall I deck Temples, and make Altars fhine, 
For that falfe man that lives, but lives not mine! 


J never » 


BO oN at oe 
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I never “a fecure. "Twas my long dread, 
You by your Fathers choice a Greek might wed. 
To no Greek Bride, t’an unexpected Foe, —_ 
My wounds, Ita Barbarian Harlot owe: 
One who by Spells; and Herbs om hearts fur- 
prize ; ; | 
Nor are her flaves the Trophies of her Eyes. | 
She from her courfe the ftrugling Moon sine ; | 
The Sun himfelf, in Magick fhades infold. (hold, 
She curbs the Waves, and ftops the rapid Floods, 
And from their feats removes whole Rocks and | 
Woods, 
With her dithevelf'd Hair the wandring Hag — 
Does’ half-burnt Bones from their warm Athes 
In moulten wax, t tho” abfent, kills by Ait, | A drag, 
Armd with her Needle, { goars a torturd Heart. 
Nay, what Defert and Form fhould orily move, __ | 
By Philters fhe fecures her Fafons.Leve, | 
| _ How 
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How can you doat on fuch Infernat Charms, 
" And fleep fecurely in a-Syrens Arms? — 
You, asthe Bulls, fhe does ther Yoke fubdue, 
And as fhe tam’d the Dragons, Conquers you. 
Though your great Deeds, and no lefs Race you | 
boaft , 

Link’d to that Fiend your fullied Fame is loft. 
Nay by the cenfuring World ‘tis juftly thought, 
Your Conquefts by her Sorceries were wrought ; | 
And the Phryxean Ram's Triumphant Oar, 

They fay, not Fa/on, but Medea bore. 
"This Northern Bride your Parents difapprove : 
Confult your Duty in your Nobler Love. 

Let fome wild Scythian her loath’d bed pole, 
A Mitftrefs only fit for Savages. | | 

| Jafox more faife, more changeable than wind, 

Have Vows no weight, and Oaths io pow’ to, 

| pind? . 


a 
a \ ‘ -i 
ad : 


Mine 


a 
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. Mine you departed ; ah, return mine too, 
Let my kind Arms their long loft Scenes renew. 
Tf high Birth, and great Names your Heart can 
| tum, a 
_ Know, I'm the Royal Thoas Daughter born. 
Bacchus my Grandfireis, whofe Bride divine, 
All leffer Conftellations does out-fhine. 
| My Dow’r Thefe and my Fertil Lemuos make, 
All thefe, and me thy Equal Title take. 
Nay I’m a Mother : a kind Father be, 
And foften all the pains I've born for thee. 
Yes Heaven with Twins has blett our Genial Bed; - 
_ And would you in their Looks. their Father read, 
His treacherous {niles they are too young to wear, 
In all things elfe you'll find your pi€ture there ; 
TP’ had fent thofe Envoys in thefe Letters ftead, : 
Both for their own and Mothers wrongs to plead; 
_ | Had — 
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| 


Had not their Stepdames Murthers bid ‘em ‘fay, | 

‘Too dear a Treafure for that Montters prey. | 

Would her deaf Rage that rent her + Broth’ s | 
Bones , 

Spare my young ‘blood ; or hear their tenderer 
Groans? — 

5 your Arms this dearer celal lies; 

‘Above my truth, you this falfe Poyfoner prize. 

This mean Adultrate wretch was bafely kind; | 

Loves facred Lamp our chaft imbraces joyn’d. _ 

_ Her Father fhe betray'd, mine lives by me, 

| I Lemnos Pride, fhe Colchos Infamy. : 

| And thus her guilt my Piety outvies, 

— Whilft with her Crimes her Dow’ r your Heart 

fhe buys. 

| Falfe man, I blame, not wonder at the Rage 


Oth Lemnian Dames: : Wrongs do all Arms} ingage. 
| _ Suppofe 
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Suppofe in vengeance to your Guilt, juft Heav's 
Had on my Shore the perjur’d Fafon driven ; | 
—, Whilft I with my young Twins to meet you 
came, | | | - 
~ And made you call on Rocks to hide your fhame. 
How could you look upon my Sons and Me? | 
‘Traytor , what Pains, what Death too bad for 
‘Perhaps indeed I Fafon had not hurt, ( Thee? 
But tis my mercy more than his Defert: 
The H arlots bloud had {prinkled all the Place, 
Dathid in your faithlefs, and once charming Face. _ 
Tto Medea, fhould Medea prove, 
And if Fove hears the pray’rs of injur’d Love, 
May that loath’d Hag that has my Bed injoy’d, 
Be by my Fate, and her own Arts deftroy’d.. 
Like me a Mother, and a Wife forlorfi: | 
Be from her Ravith’d Lord, and Children torn. 
s, *. an ; -+May | 
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> 
May her ill gotten Trophies never Jaft, | 
But round the World beth’ hunted Monfter chac’d. 
| Thofe Dooms her Sire,and Murther'd Brother mer, 
May fhe t her Husband and her Sons repeat. | 
Driv’n from the Work, let her attempt the skies, 
Till in Defpair by her own hand the dies. : 
| Thus wrong’d 7: boantias prays, _— Lives curit | : 
- Remnant lead, | 
An Execrable Pair ina Detefted Bed 


“MEDEA 


a acs 


(ist) 


MEDEA. 
JASON. 


Heol 


The ARGUMENT. 


:Jafon arrives with his C ompanzons at Colchos 
| where the Golden Fleece was kept, which before 


he can obtain , he is to undertake feveral Ad- 
ventures ; firft to yoke the Wild Bulls, then to _. 
Sow the Serpents Teeth, from whence fhould in- 


— flantly rife an Army, with which be muft ix- 


counter ; and laftly, to make his paffage by the 
Dragon that never flept. In order to this ,' he 


_folicits Medea Daughter to the King, and skel, 


| ? 


ee 


N 


full in Charms, by whofe afiftance (on Promife 
o Love ) he gains the Prize. Then flies with — 

er; the King purfues them, Medea kills her — 
little Brother, fcatters his Limbs , and whilft 
ae eos , «the 
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_ the King flays to gather them up, efeapes with 
ber Lover into Theflaly ; where fhe reftores de- 
crepit FEfon to his Touth. On the fame promife 

_ perfwades Pelias his Daughters to let out their 
Fathers Bloud, but nga be leaves them Guil- 
ty of Parricide. For this and other Crimes, 
Jafon cafts her off: Marries Creufa Daughter 
to Creon King of Corinth, on which the inrag’d 
Medea, according to the various Tranfports of 
her Pafion, writes this complaining , foothing 
and menacing Epiftle. | 


~~ Et I found leifure, though a Queen, to free 
Y; Magick Arts thy Grecian Friends, and 

 Thees Ee 

The Fates fhow’d then have finith’d with my Reign, 


The Life that fince was one continued Pain. 


ee 


. ae - Se, _: eee Ee 


Who woud have dreamt the Youth of diftant | 


 Greece,. 


- Shou'de’re have faild to feize the Phrygiaw Fleece! 


: ‘That th’ Argo fhou'd in View of Colchos Ride! 
A Grecian Army ftem the P haftan Tide! 7 


Why ' 
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Why were thofe fares, thy Locks, . (6 tempting 
ATonguefo Falfe,fo povw'rfull to > perfvadel ae! et 
No doubt but Hé that had {6 raihly fought- =~ 
Ont Shore, with the fictce Bulls aan sail . 

fought, os gar - 
And fondly tob th’ Arnis: beiring Seed liad fown, . . 
Till by thie Crop the Tiller were o'rethirowrl. 
How im many Frauds had then expir’d with Thee! * 
As niany killing griefs remov'd from me! 


"Tis. fome Relief when ill returns are made, 
With Favours dorie, th’ Ingratefull to upbraidy 
This Triumph will afford fonie little Eafe, 
Falfe Fa/o leaves mé This ——_’. | 
When firft your dvabefl Vefel reacht our Pott 
And you had Entrinds td my Fathers Court: — 
There was I then, , what now yout new ‘Bride's $ 
"My Royal Father might widhher’s compat: (err 
re _ Oo with’ 
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With Princely Pomp was your arrival graced, 
The meaneft Greek on Tyrian Beds we placd. 
Then ft I gaz‘d my Liberty away! 

_ And date my. Ruin from that fatal day! 

_ Fate pufht me on,and with your Charms ener 


You foan pereriv’d, for whe cou'd ever hide 


A flame that by. its. own Light 1s defery'd?. .. : | 
 Butnow thy Task’s propos ‘d,and thou muyft tame. 
_ The Bulls with brazen Hoofs, and Breath of Flame. 
With thefe the fatal field thou art to Plow, =) - 
From whencea fudden Hott of Foes mutt grow. 
_ Thofe dangers paft, {till to the golden: Prey: 
The baleful fiery Dragon guards the Way. Pas. 
Tims fpake the Kings your Brights ftact = 
the Feat, | 
ot evn your tla ss con: 
Td ie a a | 


| 
I view’d your {parlding Eyes “till I was blind. .- zy 
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- Where = was your sdor'd Cresfi's Di Dow’ rt | : : 
__Andwhere her Basher Creon’s boalted Pog’r? 
~ Sad went’ thou forth; my’ pitying Eyes surfs 
T fightd, and dfter fent a foft Adieu! 7 . 
' In pelle Tears 1 {pert that tedious night; oe 
_ Prefenting ftill chy dangers tomy fight ;. 
_,The Savage Bulls ans more the Savage Hof; 
"But th’ horrid Serpene did affright me. rmioft | 
* Thus tof with Fear and Love, (Fear fwell’d the 
y My Sifter: early: tomy Apaninent came; = sO 
Sad arid dejected ‘the furpriz’d me There, 
| With Eyes diftilliag and difhevelled Hair, 
«On your behalf thefought me, nor cou ‘dcravd 
My. Aid for you, fo freely ds 1 gave! 
| A Grove thereis,.-dn awful gloomy fade, 
Too dlofe for ev ‘ithe Sun himfelf t invades vex’ 
-"Thefe Woods with: great. Diana S Fane we gract . 
f cal mac the: Goddefs on high Tripods plac’d. : 
| — Oa __ There 
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There (if that place you can reniember yet, 

_ Who heve forgotten Me) “twas therewe met. . 
_ Then thus in {oft deluding founds you faid—— 
“Take pity oi our fufferings, Royal Maid! 
“Reft pleas'd-Thouhatt the Pow’rto Kall ;but give 
“ Proofs-of Diviner Might, and make us Live! 
“ By our diftrefles (which'thy Art alone,” ae 
“ Has Pow’r to faccour,) By th all-feeing Sun, » . 
“ By the Chaft Deity that Governs Here, 
® And what ere elfe you Sacred hold or Dear; 
“Take pity on our Youth, and bind us ftill 
“ Frernal fervants to Meded’s Will! 
| . “And if'a Strangers Form can touch your mind, | 

, “ (If fuch bleft Fate was e’re for me defign’d!) 
“This Fleth to Duft diflolve, this Spirit to Air, 
“When think any but Medea Fair. | _ 3 
“Be Confcious Funo, witnels to my Vow, . 
is And ‘this dread Goddefsat whofe Shrine we Bow. 
m9 iy oe a Your 


°F RRR ¥ TT fieons 


mae FAS. | da 


Your + Charming Tongue ftopt a and left the 
To be by yet more powerfull Tears expref. — 
_‘Fyield- and by my Art inftru&d you now, 
Toyoke the bra{s-hooft Bulls, and make’em Plow; : 
Then with a daring Hand you fow the Field, 
| That for an Harvett do’ san Army yield; 
| Ev ni look’d pale,that gave the powerfull Charms, a 
To fee the wondrous Crop of fhining Arms! | i 
| Till th’ Earth: -born Brothers in fierce battle. joyn‘d, 
“Their fudden Lives more faddenly refign'd: |; 
The Serpent. next, a yet: more dangerous toil, 
‘With ‘fealy Bofori Plows the yielding Soil, 
O'reffiades the Field with’ vaft expanded wings, ° 
| And brandithes iri Air his threarnisig Stings! 
Where was Crenfa at this needful Hour? (Dow’ : > 
Where then were ‘her fam'd Charms and matchlefs 
| Medea, that Medea that is now; i 
| — d, thaught. al held wie too by You, — 
0 3 | ‘Twas | 


4 
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"T'was fhe that. ae the wakefull Dragos 
| Gave y you the Fleece, and thea feed your F ae 
To merit you what coud I hore have done? . ) 
My Father I betray, my Country fhun, - 
And: al the Hazards ofan Exile run ie 
Tho’, | whit I yield me thus a Robbers Prize, 
My: tender Mother j in my Abfence dies, - E ee 
| Arid at her Feet my breathlefs Sifter lies, | 
Why Ie T het my Brother too? —Liookd: fear 
Ares my Hand, and muftfinith Here! 

This Hind that tore the Infant in our. Flight, | 
7 What thei it dard to Ag, drealls How to Write, © 
| To the rough Seas undauited I-repatr,:- 

For after Guilt, what cana Worthan. Rear? 
Why feap'd our Grimes thofe. Seas p we: thon d 
have dy'd; . ee ee 
For flthood Thou, and for Paci 
“The 


Bu 


ee eS—=" 
t 
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~ Bones, 


| And fumg us piece meat on the ragged ftones 5 


Nor ought of our fad wreck Her Whirt pool jaa 


Is made an Offting. to the Gods of Greece. 
| The Pelian Daughters pious bloudy Deed 


tT pats, tliat rafily riadé their Fatliee bleed ; 
Your fafery twas that drew mié to ‘this Fraud, 


te 


The fling Iles thou d there 1 have dafhrd our 


Or Scyfa gore’d ns in Her rav’nous Der, 
Wrongid Scylla thus fhou’d ufe ingratefilt Men? | 
| Charybdis too fhou'd i in our Fate have fhar'd, 


" Yet fafewe reach your Shore; the Phrygian Fleece | 


The Guilt that others Blame, you fidu’d Appl - 


But ftead of Thanks, your Court Tath forbid: 


‘Your felf forbad me, faittilels Jalon did? - 
With none bur my Two tifents T depart, 
‘And ges s Form that | nie’ re forfakes my Heart ; ; 


ea At 
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At length thy Rev'ling Nuptial Songs furprize | 
My wounded Ear, thy Nuptial Torch my Eyes. 
The Rabble fhout, the Clamour nearer drew, = 
And as it came. More near, more dreadful grew: $3 
| My Servants weep in corners and refufe - 


Th ingratefull task of fuch unwelcome News! a 


a 


I yet forbear t! enquire, tho: fill | my eee 
* ‘The dreadfall Apprchenfions did fuggeft, =. 
; My youngett Boy now from the Window. fpy'd 
: : The coming Pomp, and jocund thus he cry'd,. 
e “ Look, sMother, look | fee where my Father Rides, 
a “With fhining Reins his golden Chariot Guides: 
At this, my pale forfaken Breaft I tore... | 
Nor fpar’dth the Face whofe Beauties chasm nomore, 
_ Alas! what dic did I fpare, fcarce coud. I fpare. | 
My Honour, fearcely t thee, cou'd {carce forbear | 
| To force my Paffage to thy Chariot now, - 
| And tear the Garland from thy perjur’ d Brow. 
| . , “a Offa. 
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| Offended Father, now: thy. griefs diftharge! | 
My Brothers Blood is now revenp’d at large. — 
The man (for whom I fled-and injur'd Thee!-. °), 
Whofe Love fole comfort of my Flight con’d be)». 
Th ingratefall Man has now forfaken Me! ,-. 
I tam/d the Bulls, and cou’d, the Serpent bind, . 
But for perfidious Love yo fpell can find: . 
" ‘The Dragons balefall Fires my Arts fuppreft, 
But. not the Flames that rage within my: breaft. ° 
~ In Loye my powerfull'ft Herbs are ufelefs made, 
| In vain is Elecat fummon’d to,.my Aids | 
I figh theDay, the Night in watches fpend, 
No flumbers on my carefull brows defcend: + 


With Poppies juice in vain my Eyes I fteep, 

And try the Charm that made the Dragon fleep, 

| Tonly reap no Profit fram my Charms! . . 
7 Tey favd, but ahs Thee for my Rivals, Arms! 
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+ eee 
_— eo 


eae you know the Theam wilt gratefull 


Perhaps y’are fo. Uaprkt to exclaim on me? ‘i es 


"Ko tax my Manners, Rally on my Face, 


'And-maketh Adultre(s fport with my difgrace! © 
Laugh on Proud Dame ; but know thy Fate isnigh, 


Wher thow halt yet more wretclied be than I! 
When wrong’d Medea unreveng’d fits fi, 
Sword, Flaite, arid Poyfon; have forgot to Kill. 


IF Pris the flinty Fafor’s breaft can move, — 


My juft Complame wil fre fuecefsfull prove. 
_  Stretcht at thy Feet’ a fappliant Princel fee's 
| Such wis thy Pofture; wher fhe oe 
_ And tho” a Wife s difcarded Fite faif, 
My Infiurts ‘Tiare Thine, ‘et chem prenitl 
', So much th’are hire: fo rucl thy Likeness bear, 
| Fach Loot t caft, ds follow’ dby a tear.” 


i. ": Now By the Gods, by ail our -paftDelights, a 


By thofe dear Pledges of our am’rous ‘Nights, 


‘Reffore - 


oe SS 


oe 
= 
a re See eee on 


so 
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--Reftore me to thy: Love ; I claim my: Due;::: : 


Be, to my Merit, and thy Promife net 
J ask Thee nwe-what I perfornrd for The,” se 


To fet: ime from flerce Buils and Serpents asia 
Tonly crave thy Love, thy Love reftore, | 


For. which I've done fo. much,: and fuffér’d more. 


| Do ft Thou demand aDow’r?—twaspaidthatday — 
: When thou didft bear the.Golden Fleece away : 
‘Thy Life’ S s my | Dow’ r, and thy dear Followers 


health, 


a The Youth of Greece ; weigh thefe with C reon's 


wealth. 
To Me thou ow't that thou art Creon's Heir, 


‘That now thou liv'tt to call Creufa, Fair!. . 


You've wrong d me Alland on you All—but hold, 
I form Revenge too mighty to be told! 


My thoughts are now to th’ utmoft Ruin bent! 
‘Perhaps I fhall the fatal Rage repent, 


| But | 
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But on—— for I. what e’re a alin 
-‘Shall lefs Repent. than that. I trufted Thee! - 

The God:alone that Rages in. my Brealt; ae 
Can fee the dark réwenge my ong at -. 
I only know ‘twill foon effected ‘be, . | 
And when it comes, "be Vatt and Wry Me. : 
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The ARGU MENT. 2 

Thefeus, the Son of Aigeus, having flain the Mi- 
notaur , promifed to Ariadne the Daughter of 

Minos. and Pafiphae, for the afiftance which fhe 

— gave him, tocarry her home with him, and 

make her his Wife: fo together with her Sifter 
Phaedra, they went on Board and fail'd to Ghias, — 

where being warnd by Bacchus, he left Ariad- 

ne, and Married her Sifter. Phaedra, who after- 

wards in Thefeus her Husbands Abfence, fell in 

‘Love with Hippolytus her Son it Law, who 


-_ had Von'd Coelibacy, and was a Hunter : where. 


| es ‘reun 


fore fince fhe could not conveniently otherwife; 
Sve chofe by this Epiftle to give him an Account - 
her Po 
inkind, E-ne’r'thall health Enjoy ;- 
er much I wilh othe, my Lovely Boys 
Read» 


ae 
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a oe ae 
Readthis and reading -how my foul'is feisd, ~ | 
- Rather thari not be with my, ruin pleas : 
Thus fecrets fafe to fartheft Shoars may move ; 
By Laters Foes converte and fearti to Love.. 
Thrice my fad tale, as 1 to tell i it try'd, 
Upon thy faultring Tongue abortive, aya: | 
Long fhame prevaird, for could be comquer ‘d quite, : 
But what 1 blafht to fpeak, Love made me write. 
Tis dang'rous to refit the pow'r of Love, 3 a 
‘The Gods obey him, and he's s King above: aan 
_ He clear'd the doubts that did my mind.confound, 
| And promis isd me to bring Thee hither ‘bound : 
Oh may he come, and in that breaft of thine 
Fix a kind Dart, and make i it flame. like rine! 
‘Yet of nty Wedlock yowsI4l loofe no care, ies 
Search back through all my fame, Thou "lt find it < 
‘But Love long breeding; to wortt pain docs turit 3 
| Outward unharmtd, “within, within burn!’ 


Lo 


4 
_As 
‘ 
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And prithee ler’s together be undone. - 


AS = Young Bull. or Courfer yet untamd, - 
When Yokdor Bridld fri, are pinch’d &c maim’ ds 


So my unpractis’d heart in Love can find 
No reff, tht unwonted weiglit fotoils my snind: 


| When yourtg, loves pangs by Arts we may-remiove, | 
But in out riper years with rage we Love. - 


To thee J yield then all my dearRenown, 


(R ois | 
Who would not pluck the new blown bluihing 


Or the ripe Frait that Courts him as it. grows? © 


. But if my Vertue hitherto has gaind 
 Efteem for fporlefs, ihall it now: be ttaird? . 


Oh in thy Love I fball na hazard rAD Gs 
Tis not a fin, but when tis courfely dons. 


And now fhowld: Fand yield her Fove to me, — 


Td quit that Jove, Aippalysue, for Thees 1223: | 


Believe me too with firatige defies I change, i oo 


| Amangtt Wild Beafts I long with Thee to range, 


To 
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‘To thy. Delights and Delia I encline; 
" ‘Muikeher my Goddefs too, becaufe the’s thine 
Tong to know the Woods, to drive the Deer, 
Ando’re the Mouritaints topsmy Hounds to chear 
| Shaking my Dart, then, the Chafe ended, lie“ 
Stretch’d on the grafts arid would it tot Thou beby?: 
~ Oft in light Chariots I with pleafure ride, — 

And love my felf the furious Steeds to guide: “es 
| Now like a Bacchanal more wild I ftray, i | 
Or. Old Cybele's Prietts, as. mad as They 
When under Jda's Hill They Offtings pay: 2. 
Ev'n mad as thofe the Deities of Night 
. And Water, Fauns anid: Dryads do affright':: | 3 


But ftilt each little Interval T gain, 
“Eafily find’tis Love breeds all my pain: 
Sure on our Race Love like & Fate does ay. ae 
| ; And Fenus will _ —— os us wake 
oe Fob 


| 
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Fove lov'd Europa, whence my Father came, ¢ 


And to a Bull trarisform’d, Enjoy’d the Dame . 
She, like my Mother, lariguitht to obtairi, 


And fild her Womb with fhame as well as paints 


The faithlels 7; hefeus by my Sifters: ‘Aid 


‘The Montter flew, and ¢ a fafe Conquett made: 


Now in that Family my right to fave, 


F am at laft onthe fame terms 4 flave : 


| "Twas fatal to my Sifter and to me,- 
She lov’d thy Father but my choice: was thee. 
Let Monuments of Triumph then be fhown. 


For two unhappy Nymphs by you undone. 
When firft our Vows were at Eleufis pay ‘d, 


‘Would I had i in a Cretan Grave been laid s | 


"Twas there Thou didft a perfect Conquett gain, | 
Whilft Loves fierce Feavor rag’d in’ev’ry vein; | 
White was thy Robe, a Garland deck‘d thy Head, 


A sine blufh thy comely face O refpread, | 
Pp. 3 | That 
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‘That face which may be terrible in Arms, 


.- But Graceful eem’d to me, and full of Charms: 


[Love the man whofe fathion’s leaft his care, 
And hate my Sexes Coxcombs fine and fair; - 
For whifft thus plain thy carelefs Locks let fly, 
Th’ unpolifh’d form is Beauty in my Eye: | 
If thou but ride, or fhake the trembling Dart, | 
I fix my Eyes, and wonder at thy Art : = 
To fee thee poife the Fav din, moves delight, | 
And al thou do’tt is lovely i in my fight: 
i But to the Woods thy cruelty reign, . . 
Nor treat it with fo poor a life as mine: : 
Mutt cold Diana be ador’d alone > | 
’ Muft the have all thy Vows, and fas none? i 
| That pleafure palls if ‘tis Enjoy'd too long, | 
~ Love makes the weary firm, the feeble  ftrong. 3 
For Cyt bia’ s fake unbend and eafe thy Bows aH 
. bond to thy Arm wil ions and: ufelefs grow, 


- Famous 


PHEDRA to HIPPOLYTUS. 211 


| Fanwis was Cephalus in Wood and Plain, | 
And by him many 4 Boar and Pardwasflain, 
Yet to Aurora's Love he did incline; - - 

Who wifely left Old Age for Youth like Thine. . 
‘Under the fpreading fhades her Am’rous Boy -. 
The fair Adonis Venus could injoy ; 

: Atlanta's Love too Meleager fought, 
: And to her Tribute paid of all he caught 5 

Be Thou and I the next bleft Sylvan pair ¢ | 

“Where Love's a Stranger, Woods but Defarts aré. 
With Thee through dang; rous ways unknowft 
before, 

I Mm rove and fearlefs face the dreadful Boar. 
Between two Seas a little Tithmus lies, 
Where on each fide the beating Billows cite, 
There in Zrazena 1 thy Love will meet. 
-, More bleft and pleasd than in my Native Crete. | 

PNT epg TI As 


o12 OVID's EPISTLES: 


As we eouL with, Old Zhefeus is away | 
| At Theffaly, where always let him ftay 
With his Perithous, whom well Tfee 
Prefer'd above Hippolytus or me. 
‘Nor has he only thus exprett his hate; 
We both have fuffer'd wrongs of mighty weight 
' My Brother firft he cruelly did flay, 


— Then from my Sifter falfly ran away ;- 


And left expos'd to ev'ry Reaft a prey. 
A Warlike Queen to thee thy Being gave, 
(A Mother worthy of a Son fo brave, 
From cruel 7 hefeus yet her death did find, 
Nor though flie gave him 7 could make him 
kind. oe 
" Unwedded too he murthered her in 1 fpight, - 
To Baftardize and Rob thee of thy Right: | 
And if to wrong thee more,two Sons I've brou ght, 


; Believe it his, and none e of Phaedra’ S fault: 


| Rather 


“oN 
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: Rather hs oe Thing the Farth contains, 


I with at firit*had dy’d of Mothers pains: 


' How canft.thou rey’rence then: thy Fathers Bed, 


From which himfelf fo Abjectly i is fled? 
‘The thought affrights not me, but me inflames; 


Mother and Son aré notions, very Names 


Of worn out Piety, in fafhion Then — 


” When Old dull Saturs Rufd the Race of men: . 
But braver Fove taught pleafure was ho fin, | 
"And with his Sifter did him(elf begin. 


Nearne& of: Bloud, arid Kindred bet we prove, 


- When.we exprefs it it in the clofeft Love. 
_ Nor need we tear our ur Fault fhould be ee oe 


"Twill under near. Relation be conceal’ d, 
And all who hear our Loves, with praife fhall < 


Crown | 


A Mothers kindnefs to a grate Son. 


OP; No 
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No need at Midnight in the dark to fray, 4 

T’ unlock the Gates,and cry; my Love,this way, nd | 

No bufie Spies our pleafures to betray. | | 

But in one heute; as heretofore, we Il live, | 

In publick, kiffes take; in publick, give: (pl oe 
Though in my Bed Thou rt fen, twill gain Ap- 
| From all, whilft none have fenfe to ghefs the 

| | Caufe: 

Only. make haft, and le this League be fig ds 

_ So may my Tyrant Love to thee be kind. _ 

For this I am an humble Suppliant grown 5 : 

Now where are all my boafts of Greatnefs gone? 

I fworeI ne’r would yield, refolv’d to fight, 

Deceiy'd by Love that’s feldom in the right, 
Now on my own, I crawl to clafp thy knees; 
What's Decent no true Lover cares or fees : | 
Shame, like a beater Souidier, leaves the “a 

But Beauties blues ftill are in my face, 


- For. | 


eee 
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Forgive this fond Confetfion which I make, 

And then fome pity on my fu’rings take. 

What though midit Seas my Fathers Empire ties 2 

Though my great Grandfire Thunder from the 
skies ? 

What though my Fathers Sire ede dreft gay 

Drives round the burning Chariot of the day? 


Their Honour all in me to Love's a flave, 


Then though thou wilt not me,their Honour fave: © 
- Foves Famous Iland Crete in Dow’r I'll bring, ~ 


And there fhall my Flippolytus be King: : 
For Venus fake then hear and grant my pray’ ry 
So may "ft Thou never love a fcornfull fair; 
In Fields fo may Diana grace Thee ftill, 
And every Wood afford thee Game to kill; 
So may the Mountain Gods and Saryrs all 


Be kind, - may the Boar before Thee fall, 


P4. |. So - 
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So may the water-Nymphs in heat of day, 
Though Thou their Sex defpife, thy thirft allay. 
‘Millions of tears to thefe my pray’rsI joyn, . 7 


Which as Thou read’ft with thofe dear = of | 


Thine, - 
Think: that thou feeft the ftregms ae flow 


from mine, 


DIDO. 


ieee 


oe 


= _ (217) ey 
DIDO ENEAS. 


“M. DRYDEN. 


| The ARGUMENT. 

’ AEneas, the Son of Venus and Anchiles, having at 

the Deftruction of Troy. faved his Gods, his Fa- 

i ther and Son A{canius. from the Fire, put to Sea 
with twenty Sail of Ships, and having been long 
toft. with Tempefts, was at laft caft upon the Shore 
of Libya, where Queen Dido, ( flying from the 
Cruelty of Pygmalion her Brother ,-who had 
Killed her Husband Sichzus,;) had lately built 


Carthage. She entertained Ain:as and his Fleet 


with great civility, fell paftonately in Love with 

him, and in the end denied him not the laft Fa-. 

vours. But Mercury admonifhing Ancas to go 

ix fearch of Italy, (a Kingdom promifed to him 

| by the Gods,) he readily prepared to Obey him, 

Dido fosn perceived it, and having in vain tryd 

all other means to ingage him ta fay, at laft in 
Defpair, writes to him as follows. 


S: on Manders banks, when deaths nigh, 
: ~/ The mournfull Swan fings her own Elegy: = 
_ | Not 
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Not that I hope, (for oh, that hope were vain!) 

By words your loft affection to regain ; 

But having loft what ere was worth my J. | 
‘Why fhou’d I fear to lofe a dying pray’? | | 

-_ *Tis then refolv’d poor Dido mutt be left, 

Of Life, of Honour, and of Love bereft ! 


While you, with loofen’d Sails and Vows, prepare 
To feek a Land that flies the Searchers care. 
Nor can my rifing Tow'rs your flight reftrain, 
Nor my new Empire, offer’d you in vain. 
Built Walls you fhun, unbuilt you feek; that Land 
"Ts yet to Conquer ; but you this Command. 
Suppofe you Landed where your wifh defign’ d, 
Think what Reception Foreiners woultl find. 
~ What People i is fo void of common fence, | 

To Vote Succeffion from a Native Prince: > | 
‘Yet there new Scepters and new Loves you feck: 
New Vows to — plighted Vows to break. 

| | When’ 


o> 


| 
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When. will your Tow'rs the height of Covtbag 


biows > 


_ Or when, your eyes . difcern fuch crowds below: ? 


If fuch:a Town and Subjects you coud fee, 


‘Still wou’d you want a Wife who lov'd like me. 


For, oh, I burn, like fires with incenfe bright ; 


- Not holy ‘Tapers flame with purer light: 


SS 


ZEneas is my thoughts perpetual Thenie: 
Their daily longing, and their nightly dream. 


Yet he ungratefull. and obdurate ftill: 


_ Fool that I am to place my heart fo ill ! 


My felf I cannot to my felf reftore: 


Still .complain, and ftill I love him more. 


Have pity, Cupid, on my bleeding heart 5. 

And pierce thy Brothers with an equal dart. 

J rave: .nor cantt thou ens offspring be, 

Love's. Mother cou’d not aac a Son like. Thee. — 
: From 
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: From harden’d Oak, or from a Rocks cold womb, 
At leatt thou art from fome fierce Zygre/s. come, 
Or, on rough Seas, from their foundation tom, 
Got by the winds, and ina Tempeft born: | 
Like that which now thy trembling Sailors fear: 
Like that, whofe rage fhould ftill detain thee here. 
Behold how high the Foamy Billows-ride! | 
The w inds and waves are on the jufter fide. 

To Winter weather and a ftormy Sea, 


_T’lLowe what rather I wou 'd owe to thee 


Death thou deferv’tt from Heaw’ ns avenging Laws; He 


But I’m unwilling to become the caufe,. 


To fhun my Love, if thouwilt feekthyFate, . | 


Tis a dear purchafe and a coftly hate. — 
» Stay but-a little, till the Tempe ceafes 
’ And the loud winds are lull‘ i into a peace. 


. May-all thy rage, like theirs, unconftant™ prove! | 


| . And fo it will, ater as sible 


| 


_ Know't 5 
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‘Know'tt thou not yet what dangers Ships fuftain 

“So often wrack’d,how darff thou tempt the Main? ~ 

: Which, were it fmooth; were every wave afleep, | 

Ten thoufand forms. of death are in the deep. 

In that aby{s the Gods their vengeance ftore, | 

’ For broken Vows of thofe who falfely fwore. 

There winged ftorms on Sea-born Venus wait, 

To vindicate the J uftice of fier State. 

Thus, Ito Thee the means of fafety fhow :. 

And loft: my felf, would fill preferve my Foe. 

~ Falfe as thou art, I not thy death defign : 

O rather live: to be the caufe of mine! 

Shou’d fome aveiging ftorm thy Veftel tear, 

(But Heav’ n forbid my words fhou’d Omen beat) | 

Then, in thy face thy perjur’d-Vows would fly; 

And my wrongd Ghoft be prefent ‘to thy eye. 

With threatning looks, think thou behold’ me _- 
Gafpi {ping my = and clotted alli my hair, ner 

| | Then 
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Then fhou'd foried Lightning and red Thusider 

What cou'dft thou fay, but I deferv’ d’em all? (all 

Left this thou’ d happen, make riot haft away. 

To fhun the danger will be worth thy flay. 

Have pity on thy Son, if not on me: . 

My death alone is guilt enough for thee. 

What hashis Youth, what have thy Gods deferv'd, 

_ To fink in Seas, who were from fires preferv'd? > 

But neither Gods nor Parent didit thou bear, 

| (Smooth ftories all, to pleafe a Womans ear. y 

Falfe was the tale of thy Romantick life ; 

‘Nor yet ain I thy firft deluded wife. 

Left to purfuing Foes Creufa flay ‘d, 

; By thee, bafe man, forfaken and betray’d. 

This,when thou told'ft me,ftruck my tender heart, ; 
“That fuch requital follow’d fuch defert. | 

| Nor doubt I but the Gods, for Crimes like thefe, 

— Sev'n Winters si thee _—- on.the Seas 

Thy 


a 
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- Thy ftarv’d Companions, cafta Shore, I fed, 


| 


Thy felf admitted to my Crown and Bed. 


- To harbour Strangers, fuccour the diftreft, 


"Was kifid éflough; but oh too kind the reft! 


Curft be the Cave which firft my ruin brought: 


Where,from the ftorm,we common fhelter fought! 
- A dreadfull howling echo'd round the place, 


The Mountain Nymphs, thought I, my Nuptials 


: T thought fo then, but now too late I know 


(Brace: 


| The Furies yelld my Funerals from below. 
.O Chaftity and violated Fame, 


‘Exact your dues to my dead Husbands name! - 


By Death redeem my reputation loft; 


And to his Arms reftore-my guilty Ghoft.. 


| Clofe by my Palace, in a Gloomy mn 2 
“sraisda Chappel to my! murder ‘d Love. 


There, wreath'd with boughs and w ool his Statue 
( — 


The pious Monument of Artful ban ds: 


eS. 


| Lat 


-—- 


‘ 
—* dee wal 
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Laft night, méthought,he call’d me from thedome, ’ | 
And thrice with hollow. voice, cry’d, Dido, come. 
_ She comes: thy Wife thy lawful fummons hears: 


But comes more flowly ‘ cloge’d with con{cious 
(fears. 


Forgive the wrong I offer’d to thy bed, - 
Strong were his charms, who my weak faith mif- 
His Goddefs Mother, and his aged Sire, | Ce cs 
Born ot his back, did to my Fall confpire. 

O fuch he was, and is, that were he true, - 
Without a bluth I might his Love purfue. 

‘But cruel Stars my Birthday did attend: 

" Andas my Fortune open’d, it muft end. | 

My plighted Lord was at the Altar lain, | 


_  Whofe wealth was made my bloudy Brothers gain: 


Friendlefs, and follow’ d by the Murd’rers hate, 
To foreign Countries I remov'd my Fate ; . 

_ And. here, a fuppliant, from the Natives hands, 
=a I boughe the ground on which my City {tands: - 
| ‘With 
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Witli all the Coaft that ftretches to the Sea ge 2 

Ev'n-to the friendly Port that fheltred Thee , 

- Then rais‘d'thefe Walls, which mount intothe Air, 
At once ny Neighbours wonder, ona their fear. 

| For now they: Arm ; atid round me Leagues ard 
“My featce Eftablith’d Empire to invade. ot | 


~ . ‘To man my hew. built Walls I muft prepare, 


An helplefs Womari and unskilf'd in War: | 
Yet thoufand Rivals to my Love pretend ; 
' And for my Perfon, would my Crown defend: 
-Whofe jarring Votes in one complaint aftree, | 
That edch unjuftly is disdain’d for ‘Thee: =) 
To proud Hyarbas give me up a prey ae ae 
(For that mit follow, af thou goft away.) © 
Or td.my Husbarids Murd’rer leave my life; wane 
‘That to the Husband he may add. the Wife, i 
Go then ; ; finice no complaints can ‘move thy mind: 
7 Go perjur’d man, but leave thy Gods behind. 
. QS Ton cht 
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"Touch not thofe Gods by whom thou art forfworn; 
_ Who will in impious hands no more be born. 
Thy Sacrilegious worthip they difdain, 
And rather wou'd the Grecéas fires fuftain. 
Perhaps my greateft fhame is {till to come ; 
And part of thee lies hid within my womb. 
The Babe unborn muft perith by thy hate, | 
And Perith guiltlefs in his Mothers fate. 
~ Some God,thou fay fithy Voyage does comunand: 
Wou'd the fame God had barr’d thee from my 
Land. | gg 
The fame, I halen not, thy nese ies 
- Who kept thee out at Sea fo many years. - 
Where thy long labours were a price ‘fo great, - 
As thou ta:purchafe Zroy would not repeat. 
But Zyber now thou feek’tt ;-tobe at beh - 
When there arriv’d, a poor precarious Gueft. 
| 4 tt oe ¥et 


Rn 
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Yet it deludes thy Yearch: perhaps. ie will a 
To thy Old Age lie uridifoover'd: {lL 

A ready Crown ahd Wealth in Dow’r I brings . 
~ And without Conqu’ ring here thoy art a King. | 
_ Here thou to Carthage may’ft transforthy Zr a4) 
Here young fcanjus may his Atmsimploy: * 
- And, while we live fecure in foft repofe, | 

| Bring many Laurels home from Cénquer’d Foes. | 
| By Cupids Arrows, I adjure thee, flay; 

By all the Gods, Companions of thy way: | 
So may thy 7; rojans, who are yet alive 

_ Live till, and with no- future Fortune ftrives . on 
So may thy Youthfull Son old age attain, - i. 
And thy dead Fathers Bones ini peace remain,’ , 
_ As thou haft pity on unhappy me, | 
Whoknow no Crime but too much Love of thee. 
I am-not bora from fierce chilies Line: - 
! - -Nor did my Parents again{t 7) roy combine. | 

a ‘is a te 
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To be thy Wie, if I unworthy prove, - 
‘By fome inferiour name admit my Love. 7 
To be fecur'd of ftill. pofleffing thee, 
What wou'd I do, and what wou’dI not be! | 


Our Lybian Coatts their certain feafons know, - 


-, When free from Tempefts paffengers may go. 
But now with Northern Blafts the Billows roar, 
Aad drive the floating Sea-weed to the Shore. 
Leave to my care the time to Sail away 7 
When fafe, ‘I will not fuffer thee to ftay. ? 
Thy weary Mert wou'd be with eafe conterit; 
Their Sauls are tatter’d, and their Mafts are fpent: 
. Ifby no merit I thy mind-can move, 
What thou deny ‘ft my merit, give my Love. 
Stay, till I learn my k{s.to undergo; 
And give me time to ftruggle with my woe. 
If not : ‘know this, I will not fuffer long; 
| . My life’s too loathfome, and my love too ftrong. 


~ Death 
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Death holds my pen, and dictates what I fay, 
While crofs my lap thy Zrojan Sword] lay. (fload, 
My tears flow down ; the fharp edge euts their 
And drinks my forrows,that muftdrink my bloud. 
) : How well thy gift does with my Fate agree! 
My. Fuheral pomp is cheaply made by thee. 

To no new wounds my bofom I difplay :. 

The Sword but enters where Love made the way. 
but tliou, dear Sifter, and yet dearer friend, | 
Shalt my cold. Afhes to their Urn. attend. 
Sicheus Wife let not the Marble boaft, 

Toft that Title when my Fame I loft. 
“This fhort Infctiption-only let it bear, 
Unhappy Dido lies in quiet here. | 

- “Thecaufe of death,and Sword by which fhe dy'd, 
| Aineds gave: the reft her arm fupply’d. -o 


(230) 


‘The ee 


EPISTLE. 
‘DiI! D oO 
NEA Ss 


| 
i "| 
By. another Hawp.- oer = 


. 
P hee 
_ a 


oe? “A ros ; 
ee be aa! 


O in ater Nates,. sehen fore 4 to.dig;,'.- 
| c° The mournfull Swan fings her own. Blegy- 
_ J da not. hope by this to change my Fates: <1. 
Since Heaven ang Fouareboth refoly '¢ t0 Hate. 
Rob’d of my Honour, ’tis no wonder now - 
‘That you difdain me when I meanly fue; 

2 Deaf 
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~ Deif to my Pray’rs that you’ refolve to go, 
And leave th’ unhappy you have rendred fo. _ | 

‘You and your Love, the Winds away muft bear, 
Forgot is all that you fo oft did fwear: - 

With cruel haft te diftant Landg you fy, ae, a 
Yet know not whiofe they are, nor where — lie. - 
On Carthage and..ifs rifing, Walls you frown, . 
And fhun‘a Scepter, which is now your owns: | 
All you have gaind, you, proudly do ote, 

~ And fondly feek a fancied Diadem. . 

And fhould you reach at laft this promis’d Land; 

Who'll give its Power into a Strangers hand? ~ 

_ Another eafie Dido do you feck? 

And new Occafions new made Vaws to break? ; 

Whea.can you Walls like ours of Carthage build, 

And fee your Street with crowds of Subjects fill'd? 

But tho’ all this Succeeded to your Mind, 

So trus a aS no fearch could ever find.. 

Te oe —Q4 - Scorch’ 
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| Scorch’d up with Loves fierce fire my Life does 
Like Incenfe on the flaming Altar caft, _ — 
All day Zneas walks before my fight, 
In all my Dreams I fee him every night : 
But fee a fill Ingratefull as before! a a or 
-. anid fuchas, if T could, I fhould abhor. | 
But the ftrong Flame hurns on apainft my will, 
I call him Falfe, but Love the Traytor ftiil. 

Goddefs of Love; Theeall the World adore! 7 
And fhall thy. Son flight thy Almighty Power 2 
His Brothers ftubborn foul. let Cupid move, ae 
Teach me to Hate, or him to Merit Love! ©. 
But the Impoftor his high Birth did feign, 
( Tho’ to that Tale his Face did Credit gain.) 
He was not born of Venus, who could prove . ~ 
So Cruel, and {o Faithlefs in his Love. 
From Racks or Mountains he deriv'd his Birth!. ‘ 
Fierce Wplves or Savage Zygers. brought him forth! 


eee eee ae tT b- a} 
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1 Or elfe he — from the Tempeftuous Main, 

" To which fo eagerly he flies again. ) 

How dread&ill the contending Waves appear! 
T hefe Winter ftorms by force would Keepy you 

here.. | 

The Storms t are kinder and the Winds more true! 7 
| Let meow Them, what I would ow to You. 
You'll fhew your Hatred : at too dear a rate, 
IF to fly me, you run on aan Fate. 

: Stay only till thefe raging Tempefts café, 7 
And breeding Halcyons all my Fears releafe. 
‘Then you perhaps may change your cruel Mind, 
And will learn Pity from the Sea and Wind. 

Are you not warnd by all you ’ve felt and fen? 7 
And will you Tempt the Faithlefs Floods apain 2 
Tho. ‘tweré:calm now, it would not long; be: fo, : 
satel to ‘what diftant Countries. you would go. 
Leer a fee eG There 
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‘There's not one Gad' who will that Veffal bief, 


“Which Lies, and Frauds, and Perjuries' opprefs. | 


The Sea. let every faithlefs Lover fear, . , 
The Queén of Love Rofe thence,and Governs there. 


~ Still the dear Caufe of all my Ills I love, 
And my laft words Heav'n for your fafety move; 


That your falfe Flight. may not as Fatal be’ 


To You, as your Diffembled Lave to me. 


But in the Scorm,when the huge nanan | 
(Th unlucky Omen may kind Heav'n controul,) 
Think what Diftaded Thoughts will fit yout 
You 'lt then remember every broken Vow, 

With Horror think on Murd’red Dido ton 


_” My Ghoftall Pale and Ghaftly fhall be there, | 


WithMortal wourids tilt bleeding F'lt appear. 


hes you will own: wher to firch Crimes is due, 


And think each Flath of Lightning aim’d at you. 


Your 


g~ 


.—- =. 


ww; 
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Your Crue! Flight till the next Calm delay, 
Your quiet paffage will reward your flay. . 
I beg not for my felf, but do not joyn. 
The Guile of your 4/canzus Death to mine. 
What has your Son; what have your Gods deferv ‘da 
r a worfe Fate were they from Flames preferv'd 2. 
But “a you neither fav'd them from the Fire, 
Nor< on your fhoulders bore your Aged Sire ; 
But did Contrive that Story, to.Deceive  . ~ 


_ AQueen, fo fond, fo willing to Believe. | 


Your ready ‘Tongue told. many a pleafing lie, 
Nor did it prastife firft thefe cheatson me: 
You by like Arts did fair Creufa gain, — 

And then forfook her with a like Dif(dain. . 


__ T’ve wept to hear you tell that Ladies Fate, 
, My felt now jultly more unfortunate. 


=. 


"Tis, to Revenge thefe Orimes ‘the Gods Engage, 


: ™ make = Wander ont. yout wretched Age. 


A Ship- 
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A Shipwrack’d wretch I kindly did receive, 

My Wealth and Crown to hands unknown did 
give. 

Had I ftop'd there, I had been free from: ‘hame, , 

“And had not ftain'd my. clear and fpotlefs'Fame, 


. Heavén to betray my Honour did Comply, 


When Thunder & black Clouds fill'd all theSky, | 

And made us to the fatal fhelter fly. | 

The Furies howld, and dire Prefages gave, 

And fhricking Nymphs forfook’ the guilty Cave. 

I cannot live, that Crime torments mie fo, . | | | 

Yet fullof fhame to my Sicbeus go. | 

Ina fair Teinple built by skilful bands, | 

A Sacred image of Sichaus.ftands; ” 2-14 
With fnowy Fleeces dreft, and Garlands Crown’d, 

| From: thence of hate I’ve heard a dignal found! . 
Four times he calfd me with a hollow Voice, : 

: My loofn'd J oynits {till tremble at the Noife! 5 
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‘My deareft Lord your Summons I obey, - | 

“Tis fhame to meet you makes this fhort delay. » 
- Yet fucha Tempter might the Crime exciife, : 

: : His Heavenly Race, and all his Solemn Vows! : 

: The beft of Fathers, the moft Pious Son ! 


Who could fufpect he, who fuch things had: done, re 


‘So well had Atted all the parts of Life, 
‘Could have betray'd a Princefs and a Wife? 
| Had he not wanted Faith, your felf muft own . 
i He had Deferv’d to filmy Bed: and Throne. 
In my firftYouth what Cares difturb’d my Peace! 
And my Misfortunes with my Years increafe ! 
‘My Husbands Bloud was by my Brother fpilt, — 
And ftill his Wealth Rewardsthe profperous Guilt: 
* ‘Through ways unknown a dangerous flight Itake, . 
| His Aflies and my Native | Soy! forfake ; ‘ 
Here fheltred from my. Brothers Cruelty, ie 

Z| bough this Kingdom, which I gave. to Thee. 
| a My 
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My City.did in Glory daily rife, | 
Which all my Neighbours faw with envious Eyes. 
And force againtt unfinifh’d Walls prepare, 
-'Threatning a helplefs Woman with a War. 
Thofe many Kings, who did my Bed défire, 
Now. to revenge their flighted Love confpire. 

Go on, my People are at your Command, 
’ Give me up bound to fome fierce Rivals hand: 
Affift my Cruel Brothers black Defign, 7 
Drunk with Sicheus Bloud, he thirfts for mine. 
But then pretend to Piety no more, | 4 
The Falfe, and Perjur’d, alltheGods abhor. | 
Even thofe you fnatch’d from Tro o S — 
| ‘Flame, | 7 a 
Are griev'd that from fuch harids thei faery o carte. 
A growing Infant i in my W omb: ‘you leave, zi 
Of your whole felf; you cannot me bereave. 


ye . ' eet . . . 
oe ee - ae - You 
. or | . 
8 : ; ' 
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You kill ngt Dido only, if you go, — 
|The Guiltlefs and unborn you Murder too. 

With me a new unknown Afcanius dies, : 

Tho’ deaf to mine, yet think you hear hisCries. 
But ’tis the God Commarids, and-you Obey, 

_ Ah! would that He who now forbids your flay, >. 
_ Had never led your fhatter’d Fleet this way! ). 
, And now this God Commands. you out again. 

Tr endure another Winter on the Main!: - 

_ Scarce Trey reftor'd to all her ‘Ancient State, 

Were worth the fecking at fo dear a Rate, 

Ceafe then through fuch vaft Dangers to purfue 
_A Place, which, but in Dreams, you never-knew. 
In fearchof: which, you your beft years may watt, 
_ And come. a Stranger there, and Old at fatt. 
See at your Feet a willing People lies, » | 
“And do. not offer’d Wealth, and Power def pif. : | 

Fix 
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Fix here the: Reliques of unhappy 77 rey, 

And in foft Peace, all you have fav'd, injoy- 

But if new Dangers your Great Soul Defies 

“If Thirft of Fame your Sons young Breaft inkpires, 
~~ You't frequent Tryals here for Valour find, re 

- Our Neighbours are as rough as we are‘kind. | 
By your dear Fathers Soul I beg your flay, . | 
By the kind Gods who hither bleft your way, 7? | 
And by your Brothers Darts, which all Obey. | 
So may. white Conqueft on your Troops’ attend, — 
And all your long Misfortunes here take end” a 

‘So with his Years may your Sons hopes increafe, | 

So may  Anchifes Afhes reft in Peace. * : 
. Some Pity let a fuppliant Princefs move, : : , 
| Whofe only fault was an Excefs of Love. 

Tam not fprung from any Grecian Race, * 
None of my Bloud did your Lovd Troy deface, — 
ae 7 — | 

a 


| 


: 


- Yet if your Pride’think fach a Wifé'afhamie; : > 


Til Sacrifice my Honour to myFlame,: 

And meet your Love bya lef Gforious name: 
I know the dangers of this ftermy Coatt,- 

How many Ships have: on out Shelves beent fof. 


- 'Thefe winds have dtiv’n tlie floating Sea sweed fo, 


That your intangled Veffel cannot go. 
Do not attempt to put to Sea in vairl,' ; 


| ‘Till’ happier’ Gales have clear'd'your way again. 


‘Traft Me to watch the Calming of the Sea," ; 


You fhall not then, tho’ you defir'd it, ftay: 


| Befides your weary Seamen reft.defite, : 


And your Tora Fleet now ‘rigging toes beled 
By’ ait I faffer, all I’ve done for you, . 


Some little refpite tomy Love allow. i (Bear 


en ee, ee ote ie es baa 
“Time and cilm Thoughts may-teach'me how to 
f ae . : er ee er ee art eee ae, es Tee er oe 
That lof&, whick tow-alas tis death to hear.:: 


> 


ae R - But. 
OS | 54 | 
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But you refolve to { ia me.to my ; Graves 
And are not far from al that you would have, 
e four Sword before me, whiltt I write, dots lie, 
And, by its if I write in vain, I die. | 
| Already ftain'd with many.a acta Tear, . 
| te fhortly fiall-another Colour. wear. 
You never. could an apter prefent make, 
| “Twill foon, the Life you’ve made uneafie, take. 
But this poor Breaft has fels your Wounds before, 
_ Slain by your Love, your Steel ‘has now noPower. | 
Dear Guilty Sifter, donot youdeny ~~ 
The laft kind Office tomy Memory; 
But:do not ob say Funeral Marble joyn. : mo 
| Much wrong Sicbeys Sacred Name with mine | 
| “Of falfe ues let the Stone complain, _ | 
« That Dide could not bear his fierce Difdaia, 
“ But by his: Sword and hes own: tnd was fin 


BRI | 
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.BRISEISt# ACHILLES, 
 '$OHN CARTL, Ey. 

‘The ARGUMENT. 

In the War of Troy, Achilles having taken and. 
Sack'd Chrynefium , a Zown in the Lyrnefian 
Country, amongft bis other Booty, he took twa 

| very. fair Women, Chryfeis, and Brifeis: Chry- 
feis he Prefented to King Agamemnon, and Bri- | 

feis be referved for himfelf. Agamemnon after 


_  fome' time was forced by the Oracle to reffore 
 Chryfeis to ber Father , who. was one of che — 


ee nee St OE SE 


wee ee a 


Priefts of Apollo: whereupon the King by. vig- — 7 


. fence took away Brifeis from Achilles; at which 
Achilles .zxcenft, : ve the Camp of the Grecians, 
and ‘prepared to Sail home; in whofe abfence 
_ the Trojans prevailing upon the Grecians, Aga- 


- memnon was compelld to fend Ulyfles, and — 


others to offer him. rich Prefents , and Brifeis, — 
that be would return again to the Army: But 
Achilles with difdain rejected them all, This - 
| - Letter therefore is writen by Brifeis , to move 
| . hem, that he would receive ber, and return to 


i t 


|” the Grecian Camp. 


; CE Brifeis in a.forein Tongue or 
) ae =, 4 (wrong, 
7 More by her blots,than words, fets forth her 
—— Ra. And 
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~ And yet thefeblots, which by my tears are remade, 


Above all words, or writing fhould perfwade. 


| Subjetts (I know )- ‘mutt not their’ Lords accule ; 


7 Yet prayers and tears we lawfully may ufe. 


| Whet ravith’d from your Arms, I was the prey 
| Of Agamemnons arbitrary {way ; 5 | 
I grant, you mutt at laft have left the Field, 
| But, for a Lover, you too foon did yield 
A. Warriers Glory it muft needs difgrace, | 
At ‘the firft Sammons to yield up the places 
“The Enemies themfelves, no lefs than I, | 
| Stood wondring at their eafie Vidtory + 
I faw their lips in whifpers foftly move, ) . 4 
Ys this the Man fo farn'd for Arms, and Love? 2 | 
Alas ! Achilles, ‘ris not fo we part a 
| From what we love, and what i is near our heart. 
No healing kifles to my grief you gave 5 | 4 
You turn’d me off, an unregarded Slave.. 
: ee «Was 
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Was it your Rage, that: did your Love fupprefs 2 
Ah, love Brifeis more, and hate Atrides lefs!" 
He is not: born of a true Hero’s Race, | | 
Who lets his Fury of his Love take place. - 
| Tygers, and Wolves can fight : Love is the Teft,- 
Diftinguithing | the Hero from the-Beatt. | 
‘Alas! when I-was: from, ‘your -bofom, fort’, 
I. felt my body. from my foul divorc' ‘ds 

A deadly palenefs. overfpread my, hea 
Sleep left my eyes,.and to my. tears gave place: z 
-Itotemy-hair, and did my. death decree : | 
Ah! learn to part with. what you love; from me, 
A bold efcape I often did eflay, « . * e 
But Greeks,’ and Ti rOjAys: too; 3 block'd up the way: : 
Yet tho’ a tender Maid. could not break throw, 
Methinks, chiles fhould not befoflows - 
Achilles, once the Thunderbolt of War, 0 3. = 
The «foe Commas an 7 ys defpair,: 

: UR 3) Me 
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| Me in his Rival¢ Arms-can he behold? 
And is his Courage with his Love grown cold? 
But I confefs, that my negtected Charms 

"Did not deferye the Conqueft of your Arms s 
- Therefore the Gods did by an eafier way 
_ Our wrongs attone, and Dammuages repay? 
Ajax with Phenix and @hyffes bring 
Humble fabsniffions from their haughty ae! 
‘The Royal Penitent rich Prefénts fends, | 


The ftiongeft Cement to pitee broken Friends : 


When Pray'rs well feconded with Gifts are fent, 
‘Both Mortal, and Immortal Powers relent: |. 


Twenty bright Velkls of Corinthian Brafs, | - 


‘Their Sculpture did the cofty Mine furpa® 5 - 


- Seyen Chairs of State of the fame Art, and Mould,” 


"And tyice five Talents of perfirafive Gold, 
Twelve fiery Steeds of the Hpiriaw breed, 
‘Matchlefs they arp for beauty; tnd for feeds 
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Six Lesbian Maids (but thefe I well could fpare) ° 
"Their Ifland Sack’, thiefé were the General’ fhare:: 
And taft'a Bride, (ahiltel’emPanyehine) -) 
At your own choiee out of the Royal Line 25.7 
With thele they offer me! But; might I chufe, ’ 
You fhoald take me; und all ns refules: 3“ 
But me; afd thof you fallenly ted; 
What have I done, to merit this nepleSt? 
Is it that You, and Fortune joyatly yow,. . °° 
Whom you makewrerched, ftill to keep them: fo? 
Your Agiiss my Country did in athes lay, © 4°. = 
_ MyHonfe dettray, Brothers, dad Husbands flay’ 
It had been kindnefs © have kilfd'me too, ° - 
Rather than kill ree with uakiddnef how... :- 
With Vows as faithlefs,'as your Mother Sea, - 
You loudly prowiis’d; that’ ‘you- would: tome, «> 
— andl Brothers, end a Husband be. 
eR Be And 
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~ Arid is it thus, that, you pentormn’ youre = a 
Even with. aDowry:to regedt mle.tooe' - 
Nay, Fame deports chat with she, next fait sitio | 
Leaving yur Honour, Raith, arid me behind, 
Yau: quit ont Coafts: Before'that fatal. hoor.’ 

| May. Thunder: {trike me, or kind Earth devour! - 

‘Tall things,. but your abfenee, can endure!:., . . 

‘That's a difeafe,,which Death muft, - eure | 
If to Achaia you will needsxeturn, - a 
Leqving all Greece your ‘{ullen rage to a * 

Place me-but-in the number-of your-trainy 

- AndT no fervike' Office will difdein'’. eat ae 

If T'm deny'd thé Honour of your Bed,..2) 013° | 

Let me at leatt be, as.your. Captiveled ys jen 

| — than banifh’d. from your Family 7 5. 

tL will endure another Wife tofees  '--! a 

ck Wife, to.make the great acian Lite, 
Like — Heaven, as — fhine ; 
“ | 7 a That 


. ww : 
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That {¢ your: foreailing Progeny: may prove’: ye] 
Worthy bf Thetis, and: thieir Grandfire Fove: 2 * 
Let me og her ati: -huinible hétd>Maid, waits 

Qhi her, becatife,ta you fhe doar relates :!)0-3 3) 
I fear (1: know’ sot why.) that: fhe salts Goo 
Than to. her other Maids;- ceakdibeias > 
But: Yost arb!bouind to guard your Conquer'd Slave, ° 
And to maintain the Artiales. you gaves'- ne | 
Yet fhould: you yield to, her imperious fway,  ° 
Do what you. will,. but, rum: me nok away::.. 

But why thowkd. you depart 2 The King, tepents; 
The Grecian dAnmy wants you!in their-Tehts:. * 
You conguerills,. Conquer your Paffion too; | | 
Or elfe with: Hetfor; you.will Greece undo. 
"T the’ Artre,-(:2F cides) but Gift take me, 
Your jufter\Biage et routed Zrajans fee, an 
For me begua,; for me your anperends -. 

‘The felt] sausidctet ne hayepower to.mend. 


hae | | In 


! 
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In this to me you may with: Honoitr yield, 

Ruld by his Wife, Oesides took the Field. 

His Mothers Sacréd Curfes him difarm'd, 
‘Butby his Wive'smore powerful Splsunéhani’, | 

His Armour once: put off, he buckles on, 

And fights:and Conquers for his Calidew: © 

‘That happy Wife prevail, why fhould not I? 

But you that Title, and my Power deny = 

Title.and Power, anid all ambilons ftrife 

- Of being calf'd your Miftrifé, of your ca ee 

I quietly-lay.down; but I mutt have: © a 

This Claim:allow’d;’% be your faihfall Sve. 

I by thofe dread, ilLeover'd Afhes Swear, 

(Alas their Tomb Lyrivefiae Ruins are y. 

Of ad dead Spoule, and by each Séceed Gott 

OF my three Brotheis, hondurably: loft, - 

Who for, and with their: Country beawely fi fell; 

By. alt; that’s s awh both in Hedin; end Hells 

And 


x3 
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And laft ofall by thine own Head, and mine,. ~ 


Whom Love, though parted. now, did formetimes 
That I 'preferve my Faith entire and chaft ; ue | 
That I no forein love; or pleafure tafte; ; 


"That no'afperfion.can my. Honour touch ;. ; 


O! that At hikes too could fay as much! - 


Some thinti he mourns for the; But others fay, > 
_ Tn Loves foft joys he melts his hours away 5 


That fome new Miftrifs with Cércean Charms | ; 


‘Has locke him up in her kafcivious artas, < 


And (6 transform’d from: what he was befora,’ 


That he will ihe for Greece ot Me'no mere. 
‘The Trtanpet now.to the foft Lute mutt yet 


To Midnight Revels, Marches in the Field. 
He whom of late Greece, as her Mars, ador'ds - - 


_ He, on whofe Maffie Spear, and glittering Sword: 
, The Fates, seal Dench did wait, ut mighty ™ Man _ 


| “vert | 
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| Avert it Heaven! can he be only seas 
To waft my Country, not his own to. fave? ? 


And when his Arms my Family mow d down, = 


Loft he his fting, and fo became a Drone: 
Ah! cure'thefe fears ;, and:let- me have the Pride, 
: To fee your Javelin fixtin Hetlor's fide. 
O} that the Grecians, would. fend me to ‘ry, | 
If could make your Stubborn heart comply:: r 
Few words I'd ufe, all should be fighs, and tears, 
"(And looks,and kiffes, mixt with hopes, 'antd fears: 


‘ ”, . 
e 
. 


‘4 
| 


- My Loyelike lightniag thréw my Eyesfhould fly, 


Andtbhawthe Ice,whichr ound your heart doestie: : 


Sometimes. my Arms about your n neck. I'd throw ; 
And then: inabrace your Ines, and humbly bow: 
There ; is: more ‘Eloquence- i in tears, and kifes, 

Than in the fmooth Herangues of fly Olyffes: 


That noifie. Rhetorick of a patente a 


"Serves, bur to o lng the hear Crowd along: 
See ; : = "But 
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But Souls with Souls fpeakonly by the Bye, - 
And at thofe Windows one another fpy:: © 

"Thus, then your Mother Sea raisd with thewind 
More fierce, I'would compofe j your ftormy mind; 
_ And my Love fhining on my tears that flow, 
: Should make a Rain oy and fair weather fhow. - 
So dreams my Love. Ah! come, that I may’ try, 
If I can turn my Dream to Prophecy. © | 
~ So may your Pyrrbus live to equalize — 

| His Grandfire's years, his Fathers Victories. 

_ Let meno longer pin’d in abfence lie ; 
| Rather than live without you, let me die : 

“My heart’s already cold, and Death do's fpread 
‘His livid palenefs 0 re my lively red. | 

My life hangs only on the flender lines 

That your reviving Love your rage will ftop. 

Tf that fhould fail, let me not linger on, 
| But let # that Sword (to mine ah! too well known ) 


Me 
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Me to my Brothers, and my ‘Husband fend ; . 


] 
| 


| 


Your hand began, your hand the work muftend. | 


But why fach Cruelty 2 come then,. and fave 
| Afflicted Greece, and me your humble. Slave. - . 
_ How much more decently might you imploy .. 
Your ill-fpent Rage againtt Neptunian Troy! 
Then furl your Sails,once more your Anchorscatts 


| 


Leave not your Country, nor your Honour blaft. | 


But go, or flay; with youl ought to.move, 
Made yours by Right of War, and Right of Love 


DEIA. 
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The ARGU MENT. 
 Deianira having heard that Hercules. was fallen 
» 4 Love with lole a Captive; and at the fame — 
* . time that he was dying by a poifoned Shirt foe 

bad — him with , and had been told 
would recover a loft affection : betwixt difdain 
and anger for the firft , and grief and defpair 
for the latter, fhe writes the folowing Lines ta ; 
her Hlusband. — 


“’Mipleas'd with the fuccefg your Valour gave,. 
I But grieve the Victor is his Captives flave; 7 
This unexpetted News {oon flaw tome, <<a 

7 Aud with your former Life does ill agree. : or 

7 oe | | Con: 


f 
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Continual Action » nor yet Fund 5 Hate, —— 
Nev hurt whom hie des Captive | | 
Euryftheus this, ‘this did Fove’ S Wife aie, 
Laugh at your weaknefs, and thefe tears of mine; 
But Bapitct hopld b betta chinks, wher, hie 
| To make this Hero, >“made one night of lini 
| Fenus has hurt you more by her foft Charms, 
Than angry Fano. that Imploys your Arms ; 
She by depreffing : you, raisd you themore,- -- 
The other treads on you, whom you adore. 
You ¥e freed the World from troublers of mankind, 
| All things fubmit’ to your Heroick mind : 
You make the Séas fecure, the Earthhave reft, 
Your mighty Name fills both the Eaft and Weft. 
‘Heaven, that mutt bear you, You did bear before, 
When weary Atlas did your aid Implore 
Yet for all this, the greater is your fhame, - 
-Ifwith mean n Ads tsyou ftain your Glorious Name. 
: ge sate You 
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You kilfd two Serpents with your Infant hand, 
Which then deferv’d Foves Scepter to Command, 
Your laft deeds differ from your firtt fuccefs, 
‘The Infant makes the Man appear the lefs. 
No Savage Beatts, nor fiercer Enemies, tea 
_ Coud Conquer him, whom Loye does now fur- 
Sothe think my Marriage a great Happiness, 2 
Being Foves Daughter, Wile of Hercules ; 
But as Extreams do very ill agree, . | 
| ‘The Greatnefs of my Husband Ieffens me:’ 
| This feeming Honour gives a mortal wound: 
Amongft our Equals Happinefs is found : 
At home in quiet they their Lives injoy ; 
Tumults, and Wars, do all his hours imploy ; 
, This Abfence makes me fo unfortunate, 
J buy your Glory at too dear a rate. _ 
I weary Heaven with Vows and Sacrifice, _— 
, Left you thould fall by Beafts, or Enemies. 


( Ss When, 
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When you affault 2a Lion, on Wild: Boar, | 2 
You hazard much, but I ftill hazard more. — 
Strange Dreams and Vifions fet before mine Eyes, 
_ ‘The dangers that attend your Victories. 
Unhappy I to vain Reports give Ear, _ 
Then vainly hope, and then as vainly fear. 
Your abfent Mother bluthes fhe plea sid Fove, 
Amphitryos abfent, and the Son. you love. 
‘Y fee Eury/theus has contriv’d your Fate, 
And will make ufe of Funo’s reftlets hate. - | 
This I could bear, ‘did you love none but me, 
But you are Amorous of all you fee. 7 
— Yet Omphale does now inrage me mote, . 
Thani all the Beauties you admir’d before. 
Meanders Streams have feen thofe thoulders wear 
Rich Chains , ‘that Heav'n as a fmall weight 
= did bear. 


4 
7 ‘But 
_ 
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But were you not afhamed to behold | (Gold, e 
Tho Arms weighd down with Jewels, 4nd witlr: : 
That made the fieree Nemean Lyon die, 

, And wore his Skin to thew the. Victory? 
| When like a. Woman you did drefs your. hair, 
Lawrel had been for you afitter wear. | 7 
AS Wanton Maids, you thoughe i it was no thie 
To wear a Sath to pleafe your haughty Dame. 7 : 

_ Fieree Diomedes was not in your mind, 
That fed: his bloudy Horfes with mankind: 
Did-but Bufiris fee this ftrarige difguife, _ 
- The conquer’d would the Conqueror defj pife. 


\ . 


Auteus would retrieve his Captive State, — 
And {corn a Victor fo Effeminate. a 
Among the Grecian Virgins you fit down, 
And fpin, and tremble at a Womans frown; . 
A Diftaffe, not 2 Scepter fills tliat Hand, 
‘That Conquer'd all things, and did all Command. 
| a Sa "Then 
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Then in her prefence you do trembling ‘ftand, 

Aid fear a blow as death, from her fair hand: 

And to regain her Favour you reveal 

Thofe glorious Actions you fhould then contceal. 

How you that ftrange and fruitfall Serpent flew, - 

— Thatby his wounds more fierce and ftronger grew. 

| How when you fought, you never loft the field, 
- But made great Kings and cruel Montfters yield. 

And can you boaft or think of things fo great, - 

_ Now you. wear Silks, and are with Jewels fet? 

Thefe Actions and that Garb do difagree, . 

So foft a drefs do’s give your tongue the lie. 

Your Miftrefs too puts on your Conqu’ring Arms, 

And makes you {toop to her more pow ‘full 

| Charins. ne | 
She wears your Robes to thew " Victory, 
And is, what you once thought your felf to be. 


Your 
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Your ‘glorious Conquett, and illuftrious Fame, | 
Give her Renown, but you Eternal Shame. 


_ Allis to her, by whom you’r conquer’d, due; 


Go now and brag of what remains to you. 


Is’'t not a fhame, that her foft Arms fhould bear a 


The Lions rugged Skin you once did wear? -~ 
‘Thefe Spoils are not the Lions but your own, ~ 


_The;Beaft you Conquer’d, you fle Overcome. | 


= 


ss 


She takes: your Club-up in her fecble hand," - 
Arid in her Glafs:the learns how to Command, 


All tffis.I heard: yet I could ‘not believe _ 


The fad report, which caufes me.to griéve, _ 


7 Your lofe is brought before my: face, ce 


I muft be Witnels of my own difgrace. 
Whillt t refleg: on shy. unhappy: Fate, ~~ 
She makes her Entry in the Town in State. 
Not as 4 Captive wirh her hair unbound, 


or her dejected Eyes fixt on the aut 


$3. _ But 
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But cover'd o’re with Jewels, and with Gold,. —— | 
As Phrygia oncé did Hercales behold; 

And falutes all with as much Majefty, - 

As if her Father had the Victory. 

Perhaps to leave me is defign'd by you, - 


True to your Miftrefs, to your Wife untrue. i 
You'll beDivore'd from me, and Marty her, . - | 
‘The Conquer’d muft obey the Conquerour... | 
| This fear torments mé more than all the refi, a 
And as a Dagger, Woulds ‘my ‘troubled Breaft. * 
| J knew the time when you did. Kdve me more) ~ 
‘Than any the whom you donow adore. 2 
But oh! as Tam writing, the sews flies,” 
“That by a poyfon’d Shirt iny ‘Husband dieg, - 
What have I dose, whither has Love drove 
men ee ee 
Is Loye the Authour of fiach erutlty Dio aw 
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~ Shall my dear Hercules endure this pain, 


And I, th’ unhappy Cauke, alive remain? 
My Title to him, by my DeathI’ll prove, 
And furely Death’san Argument of Love. 

| Meleager will a Sifter Gind in me:: 

Shall Dezauira be afraid to die.?. | 
Unhappy Houfe! Ufurpers fill the Throne, 
Whilft the true Sovereign i is efteem’d by none. 
One Brother watts his Life in forein Lands, 


The other perith’d. by his Mothers hands, 


Who on her felf reveng’d the Crime : Then why 


Should Deianira be afraid to die? 
‘Only this thing I beg with my laft breath, 


Not to believe that I defign’d’ your death. 
As foon as you ftruck Neffus with your Dart, « 
His bloud, he faid, would Charm a ftraying 


--- heart, = i suit Be dwint e, Sie Gste Aad | se : I | 
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In it I dipt the Shirt, ‘twas but to try : 
O Deianira make, make hafte to die. 
- Adieu my Father, Sifter too adieu! =. 


Adieu my Country, and my Brother’ aii 
Farewell this light, the laft that I fhall fee, 
FiyLys farewell, my Dear I come to Thee, * 
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.. Fhe ARGUMENT. «= .- 
Acontius in the Temple of Diana at Delos, (fa- 
mous for the refort of the moft Beautifull Vir- 
gins of all Greece) fel ix Love with Cydippe, 

a Lady of Quality much above his own; not da- 
ving therefore to: Obdrt her openly, he found this 
‘device to obtain her,:. He writes upon the fai- _ 
ref? Apple that could be procured, a couple of 
| Kerfes tothis felts = ee 


—“T fwear by.chatt Diana » Twillbe oj. 
In Sacred. Wedlock ever joyn’d ta Thee, 
7 | | and — 
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ow 


* s rade 


and throws it at the feet of the. young Lady. 
She fufpecting not the deceit takes it up, and 
reads tt, a therein promifes her felf # Mar. 
riage to Acontius ; there being a Law, there in 
force, that whatever any perfon fhould. fwear 
_in the Temple of Digna of Delos » fpould . ftand 

' good and be inviolably obferved Bug ber Fe’ 
ther. not knowing what bad paft , and having 
not. long after promifed her to another , juft ai, 
the Solemnities of- Marriage were to be per. 
formd, fhe was taken with a fudden and vio 
lent Peavowr , which Acontius exdegvours te 
perfwade her was fent from Diana , as a punifh 
ment of the breach of the Vow made in her 

" prefence. And this , with the reft of the Ar 
gaments which on fuch an occafton would occur 
_ to a Lover, is the Subjett ofthe followin; 
Epifile, = 2a. | | 


~ of ~ 


5 wi a be ae, 7 ” . ‘ “O : . . . S 1 . vn rap ‘(miore, 
YP): Ead boldly this 5 ‘here you thall: Swear n° 
meg a > ree ee ee ee ea. { 


t pa aes ie Cie ame TOE bag “elige ge” aad 
. - ge y : og 
dA... For that's enough which you have Swort 
se ss oe gO a ee Chefore, 
“Read-it ; fo may that vidlent Difeaie,.. . . 


Which thy dear body, but'my foul doth feite; 
Forget its too long praStis'd‘Gmelty, 
And health to you. reftore, and you +o: me. 
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: why do you tbath > for blufh you do, I fear, 
| As when you. firft did in the Temple Swear: 


"Truth to yout plighted Faith is all I'claita 5 


And truth can never be the caule-of thame.. - 


. “Shame | lives with euilt, bat you your vittue:, prove | 


In favouring. Haine, for Maine’s'a ‘Husbands love. 


| Ah! ! to your {elf thofe binding. words r epedt: 
. Thatonee your withing Byes ev’rlong'd to meet, ‘ 


f 


tt 
4 


Whenvh'apple brouglit’em dancing to yourfeet. | 
There youwill Find the Solan Vow yountide, 7 

Which,if your hextth, of-faingéan ought perfiade, 
You to ‘perforin Vhould rather mindfull-be; --- - 

‘Than great (Diawa to téverige on Thes. = ie 
My: feats for you increafe wth. my defire, 

Ard ‘Hopedlows:that already: Yaping fire; - | 

For hope you-gave ; nor tan you this ar ) 


For the gredt'Goddefs of the Fane was by A | 


2 ° 
Ey i ‘yhe , * e. ‘“ “alent "r sw ere ° . ‘ 
+ tetas ian (aad +, wer: : ’ “ = ; 
~-As mice ~ * . ‘ ary : : + o 
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She was,and heard, and from her hallowed Shrine — 
A fadden kind Aufpicious light did thine‘ = 
Her Statue feem’d'to nod its awfull head, - 
And give its glad confent to what you faid ; 
~ Now, if you pleafe, accufe my profperous cheat, . 
Yet ftill confets twas Love that taught'n me it . 
. In that deceit what didT elfe defign, . | 7 
But with your own confent to make. youmine? , 
_ What you my. Crime, Teall my Innocence, | ; 
‘Since Loving you has been my,,fole; offence, aoe 
‘Nor nature gave me, -nor has practice taught "3 | 
The Nets with which young Virgins. hearts are | 
You my accufer . taught me to deceive, - aa * : 
- And Lave, with you, did his affiftance give; - 
_ For Love ftoad by,.,and fmiling bad me write 
The cunning words he did himfelfindite : 
Again, you fee J write by his Command, | 
. He —_ my Pen, and rules 1 my willing hand, 
| Agia 


pe RS 
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Again fuch kind, fuch loving words I fend, 

As makes me fear that I again offend. | . 
Yet if my Love's my Crime, I mutt confefs, 
Great is my Guilt, but never fhall be lefs. 

Oh that I thus might ever guilty prove, 

{n finding out new paths to reach thy Love. 

A. thoufand ways to that fteep Mountain lead, 
Tho’ hard to find, and difficult to tread. 

All thefe will I find out and break through all, 
For with my Flames comtpar ‘a, the danger’s fmall. 
The Gods alone know what the end will be, 
Yet if we Mortals any thing forefee, 7 

‘One way or other you mutt yield to me. 

If all my Arts fhould fail, to Arms T’ll fly, 

And {natch by force what you my Prayers deny:: 
I all thofe Heroes mighty Acts applaud, | 

Who firft have led me this Illuftrious Road: | 


T too 
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- Jtoo---but hold, death the reward will be, oa 
Death be it then 


For to lofe you is more than death to me. 
Were you lefs fair, I’d.ufe the vulgar way. | 
of tedious Courthhip, and of dull delay. ~~ Es 
But thy bright form kindJes more eager fires, — 7 
And fomething wondrous,. as it felf, Infpires;. 
Thofe Eyes that all the Heavenly lights out-fhine, | 
(WhichOh! may’ft thon behald and love in mine) | 
Thofe {nowy Arms,which on my aeck fhould fall,) 
If you the Vows you made, regard at all, , 

That modeft fweetneG, and becoming Grace, 
That paints with living red your bluthing face, 
-Thofe feet with which they only can compare, 
7 That through the Silver flood bright Thetis bear: | 
Do all conf{pire my madnefs to excite, 
With all the reft that is deny’d to fight. 

.  * 7 * Which 
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Which could I praife, alike I then were bleft, 
“And all the ftorms of my vexd foul at reft. 
No wonder then if with fuch Beauty fir'd, 

I of your Love the Sacred pledge delirrd. 
“Rage now and be as angry as you will, 

- Your very frowns all other {miles excel ; 

. But give me leave that anger to appeafe, 

; By my fubmiffion, that my Love did raife. 

: Your pardon proftrate at.your feet. I'll crave, 7 

The humble pofture of your guilty Slave. 

| With falling tears your fiery rage I'll cool, 

’ And lay the rifing tempeit of your foul. 

Why in my abfence are you thus fevere? 


, Summon'd at your Tribunal to appear, 


, For all my Crimes, I’d gladly fuffer there, : 
With pride whatever you infli& receive, | 
And love the wounds thofe ae vouchfafe to. 

give. 


Your’. 
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Your Fetters too— But they alasare vain, | 
For Love has bound me; and I hug my Chain. 
Your hardeft Laws with patience I'll obey, _ 
‘Till you your felf at laft rélent and fay, | 
When all my fufferings you with pity fee, 

He that can love fo well, is worthy me. 

"But ifall this thould unfuccefsfull proves 

_ Diana claims for me your promisd love. 

- Omay my fears be falfe! yet fhe delights ye, 
In jutt revenge of her abufed Rites, 

_ I Dread to hide, what yet to fpeak I dread, 
Left you fhould think that for my felfI plead. - 
Yet out it muft,—'tis this, "Tis furely this, 
Fhat is the fuel to your hot difeafe : | | 
| , When waiting Flymen at your Porch attends, : 
Her fatal Meflenger the Goddefs fends. 

And when you would to his kind call confent; 
7 oo Feavour does = Perjury prevent. | 
| ~ For- | 
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Forbear, forbear thus to provoke her rage, | 
Wahich you fo eafily may yet aflwage. : 
Forbear to make that lovely charming face 
The prey'to every envious difeafe: 
Preferve thofe looks to be injoy’d by me, 

| Which none fhould ever but with wonder fee : 
Let that frefh colour to your cheeks return, 
Whofe glowing flame did all beholders burn. _ 
But let on him, th’ unhappy caufe of all _ 7 
The ills that from Diana's anger fall, 3 

_ No greater torments light than thof I feel, 

: When you my. deareft, tendreft part are ill. 
For oh! with what dire Tortures am. I racks: | 
Whom different griefs fuccefii vely diftract| a 2 7 
_ Sometimes my grief from this do’s higher grow, | 
To think that I have caus sd fo much to you. | 
Then, great Diana’ s. -witnefs, how [ pray, - 

‘That allo our Crimes on me alone fhe'd lay! - 
T ak Some: 
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Sometimes to your lov'd ‘doors : — io 
come , — | - ° 

And all around ‘em ‘up and down I roam, . 

Till your Woman coming from you iy, | 

“With looks dejected, and a weeping eye. , 

With filent fteps, like fome fad Ghoft I fteal 

Clofe upto her, and urge her to reveal 

More than new queftions faffer her to tell: 

-How you had flept, what dyet you had usd? 


And oft the vain Phyficians 2 artaccusd. | 
He every hour (Oh, were I bleft as he!) : 
Do's all the turns of your Diftemper fee ; : 
‘Why fit not I by your Bed fideall day, | 

| 


My mournful head in your warm bofom lay, | 


—*P it with my Tears the inward fires decay 2 2 


Why prefs not 1 your ‘melting hand in mine, 
And from your pulfe’ of my own health-divine? 
ee ee ee oie ee | o —. Burt 


- ACONTIUS: to ‘CYDIPPE, ins 


But oh! thefe withes a are vain; and He = 

‘Whom mot I fear; may now fit clofe by Thee, . : 
-Forgetfull as thou art of Heaven andme =; | 
He that lov'd hand do’s ‘prefs, and oft do’s feign _ 
. Some new extufe to feel thy beating vein. _ 
Then his ols hand up to your arm do's fide, 
And in your panting Breaft it felf do's hide ; 
‘Kifles fometimes he {natches too from Thee, 


For his officious' care too great a Fee. 

Robber, who gave Thee leave to taft that lip, 

_ And the ripe harvelt of my kiffes reap? 

For they are mine, fo is that, bofom too, 

Which falfe as ‘tis, {hall never harbour 1) 

a Take, take i away thofe thy Adulterous hands - 

- For know another Lord that breaft Commands, 
"Tis true, Her F ather promis‘d her to Thee, | | 

~ But Heaven and the firft gave her felfto me.» 

. T2 And 
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And you 3 in Jufti¢e therefore fhould decline 
Your claim to that which i is already mine. 
This is the man, Cydippe, that excites 


Diana's rage, to vindicate her Rites. _ 


Command him then not to approach thy door, - 


‘This done, the danger of your death is o’re. 


For fear not, —- Maid , ‘but — thy 


| Vow,. 

= Which great Diana heard , and did. allow. _ 
- And fhe who took it, will thy health reftore, 
_ And be propitious as fhe was before. 

“Tis not the {team of a flain Heifers bloud, 

-* That can allay the anger of a God. 

“ Tis Truth, and J uftice: to our Vows, appeafe 

ee Their angry ‘Deities, and Without thefe, 
_ ©No flaughterd Beaft their fary can divert ; 
. For that’ $a Sacrifice without a Heart. 


Some, 


— em 
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Some, bitter Potions-patiently endure, § - ~ 
} ~ (cure; 


“And kifs the wounding Launce that works their 


You have no need thefe cruel cures to feel , 
Shun being perjur'd only, and be well. 
Whi let you ftill your pious Parents weep, : 


‘Whom you in ignrance of your promife keep? 


‘Oh! to your Mother all our Story tell, 


And the whole progres of our Love reveal: 


| Tell Her how firlt at great Diana's Shrine, ~ 


ot I fixt my eyes, my. wondring eyes'on thine. 


‘How like the Statues there, I ftood amaz ‘d, 


| Whilft on thy face i intemp ‘rately I I gad, 


_ She will her felf when you my. tale repeat, 


Smile , . and. approve the Amorous deci. 


| Marry ; fhe ‘ll fay, whom Heaven commends 


a. 


to thee; . 2 ; ; : ; 
He, who, has pleayd Diana , : alae me: 
Tz But 
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But fhould the ask from what defcent I came, | 
My Country, and my Parents, and my name, 
Tell her that none of thefé deférve my thame. 
Had you not fworn, you fuch a one might choofe; 
| But were he worle, now {worn, you can’t refute. 
This in: my dreams Diana bad me write, | 
_ And when I wak’d, fent Cupid to indite: 
_ -Obey ‘em both, for one lias wourided me, |. 
Whicti wound if you with eyes of pity fee, ~ 
Shee too will foon rélent that wourtded Thee. | 
‘Then to our joys with eager haft we'll move, 
| As full of Beauty you, as T of Love, Ory 
"To the great "Temple we'll in Triumph BO, 
And with our Offerings at the Altar Bow: © 
A Golden Image there I'll Corifécrate, Pee 
Of the falfe Apples innocent deceit;) 
-_ And write below the happy Vere thet came, + 
- "The Meflenger of my fuccefsfull flame; 
;  # Let 
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dd Let all the WwW orld this Poni Acontius know, 
EEC dippe has been faithfull to her Vow. 

More I could write , but fince thy illnefs reigns, 
And wracks thy tender limbs with tharpeft pains, 
My. Pen fatls down for fears left rhs might be 


| Althé for me too little, yet too mich for Thee, 


N 
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‘CYDIPPE 


‘Her Anfwer to 


ACONTIUS. 


BY 
Mr. BUTLER: 


N filent Fear I read your Letter ore; 

| | Left I fhou’d Swear as Thad done before ! 
Nor had I read, but that J fear'd t engage 

By my neglect the peevith Goddef Rage: 

Jn vain I deck her Shrine, her Rites attend, 

The partial Goddefs ftill remains your Friend. 
A Virgin rather fhou'd a Virgin Aid, | 

But where feck Relief I am betray’ a! | 


y lan- 
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I Janguifh, and the Caufe of my Difeafe 

As yet lies hid, no Medicine gives me Eafe. 

In how much pain do I this Letter write ! 

To my weak Hand my ficklier Thoughesin indite: 

\ What anxious fear alas afflicts me too, | | 
Left any but my trufty Nurfe fhou’d 7 
To gain me time to write, the door fhe Keeps, -! 
And whifpering tells the Vifitants, She Sleeps. : 
Worle Ills I could not for your fake fuftain, 

‘ Tho’ you had merit equal to my Pain. « 
Your Love betrays, my Beauty proves my Snare, 
I had been happy had I {eem’d leSFair: 
Whilft with your Rival you contend to raife 
My Beauty’s Fame, Lperith by your Praife: | 
Whilft neither will admit the others Claim, 
The Chafe is hinder’d, and both mifs the Game. 

My Nuptial day draws on, my Parents prefs, 

The Sacred Rites, my blooming years no lefs. ; 
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But whilft glad Hymer at my door attends, | 
Grim Death waits near to force me from his Hands 
Some call my Sicknefs Chance, and fome pretend 
The Gods this Lett to crofs my Nuptials fend; 
Whilft by feverer Cenfure you are ouett,. | 
By Philtrds, to have wrought upon my Breatft. 
If then your love fuch mifchief can create, 
What Mifery is refervd for her 3 you Hate ! 
- Wou’d'I to Delos ner had found the way, 
At leaft not found it on that fatal Day ! | 
When in our Port our Anchors firkt we weigh’d, 
Th unwilling vefiel ftill rth’ Harbour ftay’d ; 
Twice did crofs winds beat back our flagging Sails, 
Said I,crofs winds? no! thofewere profprous Gales! 
Thofe winds alone blew fair, that back convey'd 
_ Our Ship, ‘and thofe that oft our — — | 

Yet I to fee fam'd Delos amin pain, - fa * 
| ‘And fondly. of each hindring blatt com rin 

a | | BY 
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By Tenos Vile, and Mycone we Steer'd, a 
At latt fair Delos winding Clifts appeard;. . 
And much J fear left now the Faéry Shore - 

; Shou'd vanith, as ’tis faid t’ have done before. - ~ 
At night we Land, foon as the day return’d | 
. My platted Treffés are with Gemms adorn’d. 
Then to attend the Sacred Rites we Fs 

And pious Incenfe oneach Altar throw, 

- My Parents there at their Devotion ftay; 

My Nurfecand I through all the Temple ftray: 

_ We view each Court, and-eich, frefh h- wonder 
, brings 5 5. | 
7 Pictures, and Gates Gifis of eer Kings: =z 
But whilft j inito thefe Rarities I pryd, a 
— tam my felf-by fly Acontius {py'd. 

Thence to the inmoft Temple we remove, - = 
The place that fhould a Sanctuary prove. | 
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Yet there I find the Apple with this Rhime— 

Ah! me; I’d like to have Sworn the fecond time! 

The Name of Wedlock I no fooner read, Spread 

But through my: Cheeks a troubled blufh was 

Why didft Thou, Cheat an unfufpecting Maid? 

T thou ‘d have been intreated, not betray’d: 

Is then the Goddefs bound to take thy part? 

_ And ratifie an Oath without the Heart? | 

The Wall Confents, but that was Abfent There; 

¥ read indeed the Oath; but did not Swear, — 

_ Yet cannot 1 deny that I fufpe _ a 

' Diana's Rage this Sicknefs do’s infact ; | 

Glad Hymen thrice did to our Courts repair, - 
“Thrice frighted fled to find Death planted there, 
‘Thin Cov’rings on my Feaverith Limbs are {pread, 

| My! Parents mourn me as already Dead. 

What have I done to merit this diftrefs, | 

That read but words whofe fraud Icou'd not guefs! | 

| | ‘Do. | 
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Do Thot , evn a Thou from whois my fuffrings. 
| - fpring, | 
T’ appeafe the Goddefs Rage thine Offrin gs bring. 
‘When will thofe Hands that writ the fatal Rhime, 
Bear Incenfe to remove my Pain, thy Crime! 
| Nor think that thy rich Rival tho’ allow’d 
To Vifit, is of greater Favours proud. | 

By me he fits, but ftill juft diftance keeps, | 
Reftlefs as I, Talks feldom, often ‘weeps 
Blufhing he takes a Kifs, and leaves a Tear, 

And once his Courage ferv'd to Cry - — My Dear. 
But from his Arms ftill by Degrees Icreep, 
‘And to: prevent: Difcourfe pretend to fleep. 

‘He finds; but woud his fen{e 0’ th’ flight difguife, 
‘He checks hisTon gue,but chides me with his Eyes, | 
‘With grief he wafts, and I with Feavours pine. . 
Tis we that fuffer, but.th’ Offence was Thine. | 


You 
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, Vou write for leave to come and fee me Here, 
‘Yet know your former vifit coft me Dear. 
Why wouldtt thou hither come,thou canft but fee | 
The double Trophies ofthy Cruelty, 
My flefh confaum’d, my Cheeks of bloudlefs Hue, 
Such as Lonce did i thy Apple view. 
Shou'dft fee menow thou wou dit repent thy chear, 
Nor think-me worth fuch exquifite Deceit. 
To Delos back with greater hatt wou'dtt gO, 
And beg the Goddefs to releafe my Vow. 
On new defigns thy fancy would’t imploy, 
Contrive new Oaths the former to deftroy. 

| No Means have been omitted to procure 
My health, but ftill my Feav’rith Fits endure. 
| We ask’d the Oracle what caus my Pains? 
The’ Oracle of broken Vows complains! : 
The Gods themfelves on-your behalf declare: 
‘What haft thou done to merit this their Care? 

4 oo But 
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+ 


Jaft : 
and Tat incline (Mine. 


Since that Thou art their Choice, to make Thee 
: Already to my Mother 1’ ve declar’d, 


: But i it is 


How by your Cunn ing I have been infnar’d. 
- Vvedone, and what I have already faid, - 
If fear i & ge will become a Maid. & 
: My Though are now confus’d, and can indite 
No more, my feeble hand no more can write. — 
-’ Nor need I more fubfcribe, but this, Be True! 
' And (fince it muft be fo ) my Dear Adieu! | 


FINIS. 
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Tvine Contemphitions iapon. the Remark 
D ble Paflages in the.Life of the Holy . fe-| 
fas : : “Written by the Bithop of@iepiyhere Ho. 


7 “Ovid 7, ravefty, a Burfefgne or on oui’ S Epis: : 
By Capt.. Alexander Ratcliff. : 


- Truth ou too late, a Tragedy Written by, 
Mr. Dryden, with the, Grounds of C — in 
Poetry: ‘By the fame Authoyr. 7° > | | 


Brutus of Alba, or dhe Enchanted Lovers ; 3a! 
Tragedy, which (in other Names) contains the: 
Loves of Dido and “Ent eas: Written by Mr. 7. ate 


The Counters, a Comedy , : containing fe- 
Veral pleafant miftakes and adventures. : 


An’ Hiftorical’ Difcourfe of Parliaments in| 
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